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EDITORIAL 

Christmas  1943— How  very  much  that 
one  short  phrase  can  bring  to  mind!  In  it 
are  contained  all  the  hopes  and  fears  and 
faiths  and  dreams  of  all  the  people  of 
America  and  in  every  part  of  the  Christian 
World. 

This  year  the  people  of  America  will 
experience  their  third  war-time  Christmas, 
and  somehow  the  thought  does  not  seem 
quite  so  terrifying  as  it  did  last  year  and 
the  year  before. 

Perhaps  we  have  grown  stronger  and 
braver,  or  it  may  be  that  we  have  become 
hardened  against  the  heartbreak  and  hor- 
ror of  a  Christmas  in  war-time.  But  per- 
haps it  is  something  more.  Perhaps  this 
year  the  American  people  approach  this 
holy  season  with  a  renewed  faith  in  God 
and  clearer  realization  of  the  true  meaning 
of  Christmas.  Somehow  I  am  inclined  to 
believe  that  this  is  the  answer. 

We  in  America  have  lost  some  of  our 
arrogant  self-sufficiency,  have  become 
humbled,  and  have  come  to  understand  the 
miracle  of  love  and  mercy  the  celebration 
of  the  birth  of  Christ  represents. 


"Sing,   sing  for  Christmas ! 
Echo  earth  the  cry 
Of   worship,   honor,   glory 
And  Praise  to  God  on  high! 
Let  it  never  cease, 
Of  glory  in  the  Highest 
On   earth,    good    will    and    Peace." 
— Egar 
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HONOR   ROLL—FOR  THE   FIRST  QUARTER 
Ending   November   13,    1943 

To  be  eligible  for  the  Honor  Roll  a  student  must  have  at 
least  one  A  in  a  three-hour  course  or  one-unit  course,  and 
no  grade  below  B.  Her  average  must  be  midway  between 
B  and  B  plus.  The  student's  course  of  study  must  be  the 
equivalent  of  at  least  15  hours  or  3%  units,  including 
physical   education. 

A  minimum  grade  of  C  in  physical  education  and  B  in  de- 
portment   is   allowed. 

A  student  whose  course  amounts  to  more  than  16  hours  or 
41/}  units  may  be  eligible  for  the  Honor  Roll  if  she  meets 
the  requirements  in  16  hours  or  414  units,  and  maintains 
an  average  of  C  in  any  additional  work  that  she  may  be 
taking. 


All  A's  for  the  First  Quarter 


Duffy,   Sheila 

Wharton,    Mary 


Weill,  Betty 
Wood,   Marcia 


HONOR    ROLL    FOR   THE   FIRST   QUARTER 


Adams,   Kathleen 
Amsler,    Kathryn 

\/Bemheim,  Eleanor 
B la  lock,  Mary 
Cahoon,   Lula  Jane 

vCampbell,  Ann  V 

Cartwright,   Virginia 
Chappell,    Nancy 
Coleman,   Betty  Jean  I 
Cooke,  Nelwyn 

^Cowan,  Roberta^ 
Crafton,  Marystel 
Craver,    Anne  /- 

l/Cundiff,  Shirley  J" 

Curry,   Marguerite 

l/De  Mange,  Mary 
Duffy,   Sheila 
Dungan,   Leah 


Entwistle,   Natalie 
Evans,  Mary  Winborne 
Ferson,   Janet 
Gibson,    Betty 
Gill   Barbara 
Goff,  Joyv<T 
Hamiel,  Eleanor 
Hand,    Barbara 
Hanson,  Mary  Catherine1 
Harrell,   Shirley 
Hicks,   Carol 
Johnston,    Nola 
-Kirk,   Virginia 
Lampton,    Anne 
Lang,    Eleanor  / 

Lcngnecker,  Mary/ 
Lovvry,  V;rginiau< 
Meek,  Adrienne 


Menger,   Mary  Louise 
Miller,    Marian 
Moore,    Marjorie 
Moore,    Rose  Waddill 
Morris,  Carol 
Morris,  Shirley 
Murphey,    Myram 
Myers,  Marilyn 
O'Neil,  Margaret 
Paxton,    Barbara 
Probert,   Lyle 


Sayers,    Joan 
Scott,   Sue 
Shields,    Nancy*^" 
Starr,    Billie^ 
Stegeman,   Helen 
Stevenson,    Barbara 
Strassman,  Renata^ 
Summers,    Virginia 
i^Taylor,   Elizabeth 
Taylor,    Kathrine 
Walker,    Ygondine 


I-  Ratcliffe,   Becky  Lee  1-Weed,   Shirley* 


Reetz,  Virginia 

W^Reynolds,    Barbara 

Robinson,   Patsy 

Rose,  Marjorie 

^Ross,    Betsy 

^Sawyer,  Ordell  \y/ 


LWeill,   Betty 
Wharton,  Mary 
Wheeler,  Monnie 
Wilson,    Jane 
Wood,    Marcia 


Christmas   1943 
Comes  to   Stod 


A  solid,  grey  cloud  hung  low  over  the 
tiny  village  of  Stod.  It  was  a  still,  cold 
night,  and  a  fresh  snow  began  to  fall.  The 
small  houses  looked  stiff  and  unreal  in 
the  grey  twilight,  and  there  were  just  a 
few  people  trudging  the  buried  streets. 
Here  and  there  could  be  seen  a  tiny  swirl 
of  smoke  emerging  from  some  chimney  top, 
but  there  was  little  warmth  in  this  scene. 
Within  one  of  the  lonely  houses,  there  was 
found  a  group  of  pale,  shivering  women, 
gathered  in  solemn  prayer.  Their  prayers 
were  for  the  blessings  they  still  had  and 
the  blessings  of  the  future.  Yes,  this  was 
Stod,  Norway,  Christmas,  1943. 

And  on  this  same  evening,  thousands 
of  miles  across  a  frozen  continent,  there 
were  others,  with  warm  prayers  on  their 
lips.  Lying  flat,  in  a  sultry  dugout,  an 
English  boy  was  reading  a  letter  from  his 
young  wife.  As  he  followed  the  steady, 
blue  writing  with  his  keen,  clear  eyes,  he 
smiled  sadly.  His  thoughts  went  back  to  a 
smiling  face,  soft  music,  laughter,  and  a 
Christmas  mass  three  years  ago  at  Saint 
Louis  Cathedral.  He  closed  his  eyes  tight- 
ly for  a  few  moments  and  then,  glancing 
at  his  watch,  crawled  on  into  the  throbbing 
darkness.  Yes,  this  was  Christmas,  1943, 
on  an  enemy  infested  island  of  the  South 
Pacific. 

Above  all  of  this,  high  above  the  clouds 
and  skimming  through  the  starry  night, 
were  a  crew  of  men  from  all  parts  of  the 
world,  flying  a  bomber  to  a  particular  des- 
tination. Each  of  them  was  silent  with 
thoughts  personal  and  dear  to  him.  How- 
ever, their  prayers  were  in  perfect  har- 
mony as  they  heard  pieces  of  shortwave 
Christmas  broadcasts  from  America.  Yes, 
this  was  Christmas,  1943,  with  a  little 
army  of  men,  bravely  carrying  out  their 
mission. 

And  far  away  from  all  of  these,  was 
a  country  very  little  changed.  This  was 
a  madly  busy  place,  but  there  was  peace- 
fulness  in  every  front  yard.  Hearts  were 
heavy  for  loved  ones,  and  tragedy  filled 
many  homes;  but  church  candles  burned  as 
always.  Yes,  this  was  Christmas,  1943, 
in  America — America,  where  dreams  are 
made  to  come  true! 

It  was  Christmas  all  over  the  world, 
and  the  people  of  one  belief  were  every- 
where  praying   for   the    same   morals,    the 


same  ideals,  and  the  same  peace.  The 
dream  of  Christmas  as  they  had  known  it 
stirred  their  hearts ;  and  with  all  of  their 
faith  combined,  they  fought  on  through 
Christmas  for  a  new  year  which  would 
forever  prove  a  happy  one. 

— By  Joan  Thompson 


"THIS  YEAR'S  CHRISTMAS  SPIRIT" 

When    the    glorious     spirit     of     Christmas 

comes    to   my   mind, 
I   think  of   peace   on   earth   and    good   will 

toward   mankind. 
I  think  of  the  birth  of  Christ,  to  whom  we 

all  give  praise, 
And   to   whom   with    Christmas   carols   our 

voices  we  raise. 


And  though  this  year  hearts  may  not  be 
so  gay 

With  so  much  heartache  and  pain  and  loved 
ones  away, 

We  must  still  remember  the  one  who  in- 
spired us  to  fight 

For  freedom  of  worship  and  all  things  we 
know  are   right. 


With  His  given  courage  many  will  celebrate 

in  places  unknown; 
With   His   given   faith   many   will   pray  in 

fox  holes  alone. 
But  because    God   once   sent  Him   here   on 

earth, 
Wherever  our  men  are  that  day  they  will 

remember  His  birth. 


Even  though   dark   clouds   may  hover  this 

Christmas  night 
Men  will  put  down  their  arms  in  reverence 

and  cease  to  fight, 
If  only  for  a  second  they'll  kneel  down  in 

prayer 
To  Almighty  God  for  peace  and  for  those 

who  aren't  there. 


So  when  the  spirit  of  Christmas  fills  our 
hearts    this    year 

And    it   is   hard   and    so   different   without 
those  so  dear 

Let  us  sing  praise  and  thanks  for  the  bless- 
ings He  gave, 

And  hope  that  next  Christmas  brings  back 
those  so  brave. 

— Virginia   Stricklin 


wo    "Mr    Fixits"    Become     •     •     • 

Gulf     Park's     Miracle     Mak 


ers 


No  call,  except  possibly  for  dinner,  meets 
with  as  enthusiastic  response  as  the  invi- 
tation to  Mr.  Cooke's  office  to  have  rail- 
road schedules  worked  out  and  Pullman 
reservations  made  for  the  Christmas  Holi- 
days. Surely  no  other  school  handles  this 
difficult  problem  more  successfully  or  with 
less  trouble  to  students  and  patrons.  Presi- 


dent Cox  and  Mr.  Cooke  make  transporta- 
tion plans  with  railroads  and  the  Pullman 
Company  long  in  advance.  With  the  co- 
operation of  students  even  in  these  war 
days,  two  in  a  lower  and  one  in  an  upper, 
the  whole  scheme  works  out  smoothly  and 
successfully. 


Mr.  Cooke,  Business  Manager,  and  Mr. 
Totdenbeir,  representative  of  the  Illinois 
Central,  help  arrange  Christmas  Holiday 
transportation. 


ART  STUDIO 


Taffeta  and   Lace 
Swish  Gorgeously 
Thru  Christmas   Dream 


"Jingle  bells,  jingle  bells,  jingle  all  the 
way  .  .  ."  It's  quite  the  popular  tune,  and 
along  with  it  we  are  dreaming  of  a  "White 
Christmas"  and  what  will  be  in  our  stock- 
ings on  that  bright  morning. 

Of  course,  we  realize  that  there  is  a  war 
going  on  and  we  can't  have  all  the  lovely 
things  we  covet.  But  we  can  dream,  can't 
we? 

My  first  dream  is  of  the  past.  The 
veil  dears  and  we  see  in  a  mist  of  pale 
blue  net  and  changeable  taffeta  a  junior 
who  was  as  sweet  and  graceful  as  her 
gown  suggested.  In  another  mood  we 
reminisce  and  see  a  dinner  dress  in 
black  with  a  fitted  bodice  and  a  lace  ruf- 
fled skirt.  Any  former  Gulf  Parker  would 
have  been  glad  to  claim  Joy  Goff  at  the 
Little  Sister  banquet  when  she  wore  a 
lovely  off  the  shoulder  dress  of  black  taf- 
feta and  aquamarine  velveteen.  The  stars 
seemed  to  fall  right  out  of  heaven  on 
filmy  dresses  and  arranging  themselves  in 
tiny  constellations  on  soft  hair. 

My  second  dream  is  of  the  future.  We 
can  smell  the  train  smoke  and  hear  the 
whistles  blowing.  With  a  rush  we  are 
slipping  into  slim  dressmaker  suits  of 
subdued  or  grayed  colors,  bright  or  plaid 
tailored  suits  topped  with  luxurious  furs — 
red  fox,  lynx,  silver  fox  and  mink  or  sable 
dyed  muskrat.  And  as  long  as  we  are 
dreaming,  we  might  as  well  give  a  final  tug 
at  our  postwar  nylons. 

While  gadding  about  at  home  during 
the  Christmas  holidays  (with  no  gas  in 
the  car)  we  may  find  that  the  short  din- 
ner dress  is  very  convenient  for  walking — 
and  imagine  ourselves  in  some  sophisticat- 
ed black  with  very  pale  dull  rose  or  dove 
blue  trim  of  frosty  beads  and  sequins. 


Here  is  hoping  that  when  we  dig  down 
to  the  toes  of  our  stockings  we  find  a  nice 
fat  War  Bond.  May  all  your  dreams  come 
true.  Wishing  you  a  Very  Merry  Christ- 
mas and  the  Best  Year  ever — and  when 
your  gas  stamps  run  out  remember — 

".  .  .  Oh,  what  fun  it  is  to  ride  in  a 
one-horse  open  sleigh." 

Midnight  Party  Marks 
Mama  T's  Birthday 

At  one  minute  after  twelve  on  Sun- 
day night  the  Senior  Class  en  masse 
gathered  in  the  sun  parlor.  Why  the 
unusual  excitement?  Why  just  at  that 
moment  the  fifth  of  December  became  the 
sixth  and  Mama  T's  birthday,  so  they  had 
good  reason  to  be  excited.  No  ordinary 
celebration  would  do  for  Mama  T's  birth- 
day and,  of  course,  the  Seniors  had  to  be 
the  first  to  wish  her  happiness — so  they 
had  a  party  at  five  after  twelve  in  the 
sun  parlor. 

An  alarm  clock  awakened  Mamma  T  and 
when  she  came  out  to  investigate,  she  saw 
the  whole  Senior  Class  gathered  around 
two  huge  cakes  in  the  sun  parlor.  So  the 
fun  started,  and  Mama  T  had  a  wonderful 
party  in  the  very  first  few  minutes  of  her 
birthday.  It  was  a  little  later  when  the 
crumb  of  cake  was  gone  and  Mama  T  and 
42  cake-filled  Seniors  made  their  way  back 
to  bed,  but  nobody  seemed  to  mind  at  all. 


The  Nativity 


This  heavenly  gift  on  Christmas  Eve 
Softly  smiled  at  the  wondrous  world 
As  Wise  Men,  and  Shepherds  of  the  field 
Gifts,  incense,  and  gold  unfurled. 

Mary  and  Joseph  rejoiced  in  His  birth 
All  the  angels  sang  Him  to  sleep 
Heavenly  peace  was  shed  o'er  this  earth 
His  blessings,  the  people  to  reap. 

Reluctant  the  spirit  turned  from  the  star 
Back  to  the  earth  of  today 
Hushed  and  cold  was  the  world  once  more 
The  star  winked  from  miles  away. 

As  I  walk  along  the  silver  road 

Angels  begin  to  sing 

"Christmas  is  here!     The  Saviour  is  born 

Sing  praises  to  the  King." 

— Helen    Templeton 


§jnrit  nf  ffimn>,  (gnnu  Hill 


THE   STAR   THAT  SHINES 

It  was  the  night  before  Christmas 

And  all  through  the  sky 

The  bombs  were  bursting 

And  all  brilliantly  aflare. 

And  suddenly  there  was  silence- 

And  darkness, 

A  darkness  which  was  lit 

Only  by  the  stars  of  the  heavens. 


STARS  AT  CHRISTMAS 

Most  people  think  the  stars  above. 
Are  inert  things,  bereft  of  love 
A  work  of  water,  rock  and  tree; 
They  mean  far  more  than  this  to  me. 


They   certainly   can  represent 

A  lot  more  than  just  firmament; 

The    thoughts    that    one    can    tie    to    them 

Can  serious  be,  or  merely  whim. 


It  was  the  night  before  Christmas 

And  one  star  in  particular  shown  bright 

Could  all  this  fighting  be  right? 

And  on  this  holy  night? 

One    soldier    wispered, 

"It's  the  star  of  Bethlehem." 

And  silently  prayed. 

"Dear  God,  let  it  lead  us  tonight." 

It  was  the  night  before  Christmas 

A  soldier  lay  bleeding, 

Three  bullets  piercing  his  flesh 

One  in  each  palm,  one  in  his  side. 

He  died  for  his  country,  bravely  and  proud 

Bravely  and  proud  as  did  another 

So  pierced  in  pain 

Did  they  die  in  vain? 

—Elsie  Meeks 


Ideas  alone  can  sometimes  be 
More  bright  and  fixed  than  stars  to  me 
All  legends  old  on  where  you  stand 
Or  but  secure   on  rock  in   Sand. 

Particularly  at  Christmas  time 
When  hymns  ring  out  and  carols  rime 
I  turn  from  sordid  daily  care 
To  freer  things  to  visions  rare. 

For  thoughts  of  kindness  love,  good  cheer 
Give  thanks  for  such  a  chance  each  year, 
To  warm  the  hearts  of  those  you  know 
Your  gifts  can  cause  their  hearts  to  glow. 

The  basic  drives  which  cause  all  men 
To  pause,  to  praise,  to  say  amen, 
Are  older  than  the  stars  above 
Older  even  are  the  roots  of  love. 

— Sarah    Boyd 


THE  SAVIOR  IS  BORN 

As  I  walk  along  the  icy  road 
The  world   so  peaceful  and  white 
With  only  hushed  silence  as  company 
My  spirit  rises  in  flight. 


"REMEMBER" 

Remember  all  the  fun  we  had 
On  Christmas  Eves  of  long  ago; 
How  we'd  watch  the  sky  all  day 
And  hope  so  much  that  it  would  snow! 


It's  winged  pace  up  to  a  star 

Recalls  a  story  of  old 

That  brought  to  this  world  the  happiness 

Of  a  paradise  foretold. 


Remember  how  we'd  fix  the  tree 
With  silver  rain  and  tinkling  bells 
Glistening,  tinted,  colored  balls, 
And  all  of  these  would  weave   their 


spell. 


As  memories  dim  out  today 
The  star  begins   to   shine 
Its  heavenly  light  engulfs  a  hut 
An  ever-holy  shrine. 

There  in  a  crib  on  lowly  straw 
A  Saviour  was  born  this  day 
To  save  the  world  from  eternal  pain 
To  lead  it  the  righteous  way. 


Above  the  door  was  mistletoe; 
At  the  fire  our  stockings  hung. 
We  couldn't  wait  'til  Christmas  Day 
So  long  ago  when  we  were  young. 

Times  have  changed,  my  brother  dear, 
This  horrid  war  we  have  to  blame. 
You  won't  be  home  with  us  this  year 
We'll   think   of   you,   Dear,  just   the   same. 
— Bobbie  Reynolds 


SHuFB  3u  GHjrtatmaa  Hvvbv 


PRAYER  OF  PEACE  '43 

The  boy  had  left  his  native  land, 

His  mother  and  father  dear 
Had  watched  him  leave  that  morning  grey 

And  never  shed  a  tear. 

His  course  to  them  was  not  foretold, 

They  sat  and  wondered,   too, 
But  went  on  living  life  because 

Their  faith  in  God  was  true. 

Then  on  one  very  frosty  morn 

A  letter  came  their  way, 
They  sat  upon  a  downy  couch, 

This  is  what  it  did  say. 

Eleventh  of  November  date 

Was  written  on  the  page, 
The  contents  were  all  true,  and  were 

The  thoughts  of  all  his  age. 

"Five  and  twenty  years  ago 

The  cannons  ceased  to  roar, 
Throughout  the  world  the  people  sang — 

A  dreadful  war  was  o'er. 

"No  other  mother  need  to  fear 
Or  wait  with  tear-dimmed  eyes 

To  hear  her  son  had  fallen  that  day 
Beneath  the  foreign  skies. 

"No  more  white  crosses  need  be  made 

Their  lonely  graves  to  name, 
And  back  across  the  ocean  calm, 

Came  wounded  and  the  maimed. 

"Now  again  the  cannons  roar 

Now  again  blood,  tears, 
Death,   destruction  rock  the  earth, 

And  hearts   stand   still  with  fears. 

"And  pray  that  victory  swiftly  comes 

To  broken  earth  again, 
That  once  again  there's  peace  and  calm, 

And  none  have  died  in  vain." 

And  on  that  very  afternoon 

There  came  a  telegram. 
His  mother  saw  the  signature, 

The  general  A.  M. 

"I'm  very  sorry  to  report 

Your  son  was  killed  in  war." 
His  mother  cried  and  thought  again 

There  never  will  be  more. 


So  let  her  read  it  once  again 

The  stanza  at  the  end. 
And  let  us  all  remember  how 

A  prayer  of  peace  to  send. 

"And  pray  that  victory  swiftly  comes 

To  broken  earth  again, 
That  once  again  there's  peace  and  calm, 

And  none  have  died  in  vain." 

— Bette   Anne   Taylor 


THE  SHEPHERDS  OF  BETHLEHEM 
NIGHT 

The  night  dropped  down  on  sable  wings, 
Pierced  only  by  glimmering  stars, 
Enveloping  all  the  earthly  things, 
Making  the  desolate  land  lonely. 

Upon  a  rise  in  the  terrain 
Were   shepherds    guarding  their   flocks 
Which  broke  the  stillness  of  the  plain 
By  their  settling  down  for  the  night. 

In  the  distance  lay  Bethlehem  town, 
Peaceful  in  the  quietude 
On  which  the  shepherds  looked  down, 
Wondering  of  its  inner  disturbances. 

They  wondered  not  for  long 
For  there  came  a  star  of  light 
Different  from  the  heavenly  throng 
Of  the  other  millions  of  stars. 

This   one   from   heaven    descended, 
Casting  its  light  strong 
Over  the  definite  place  intended 
For  the  Christ-child  to  be  born. 

The   shepherds  beheld  and  were  amazed 
At  such  a  wonder  performed, 
And  while  at  the  star  they  gazed, 
Angels  appeared  'round  about  them. 

Bidden  to   seek  the  new  king, 
The  shepherds  left,  full  of  wonder, 
But  with  no  gold,  nor  silver  to  bring 
To  pay  homage  to  the  Christ  child. 

They  were  welcomed  full  surely 

By  the  parents,  Mary  and  Joseph, 

For  they  too  were  just  as  poorly 

As  the  shepherds  who  came  to  worship. 

Upon  leaving  the  manger,   glorified 

By  the  sight  they  had  beheld, 

The   shepherds    knew   the   perfect    yuletide 

For  which  we  live  today. 

— Ordelle   Sawyer 


Christmas  Unique 
In  "Topsu-turvg  Land" 


Chaplain  Fisher  of  Gulfport  Field  was 
the  guest  speaker  at  chapel  Friday,  Decem- 
ber 3.  Being  a  native  Australian,  he  gave 
a  most  enlightening  talk  about  that  con- 
tinent. Chaplain  Fisher  informed  us  that 
Australia  is  as  large  as  the  United  States 
and  has  been  called  the  "Lonely  Continent" 
and  the  "Topsy-turvy  Land." 

He  also  told  us  that  the  climate  in 
Australia  is  very  different  from  that  of 
the  United  States.  When  it  is  winter  here, 
it  is  summer  in  Australia.  December  and 
January  are  the  months  of  vacation,  and  at 
Christmas  it  is  very  warm.  Most  of  the 
families  go  to  the  seashore  or  mountains 
at  this  time,  so  the  children  get  their  pre- 
sents before  Christmas  as  "Santa  Claus 
doesn't  want  to  tote  them  to  the  seashore." 

Chaplain  Fisher  brought  out  the  fact 
that  Australia  is  a  land  of  contrast.  One 
may  see  trains  and  airplanes,  and  at  the 
same  time  see  oxen  teams  and  camel  trains 
plodding  across  the  desert. 

The  two  main  cities  of  Australia  are 
Melbourne  and  Sydney.  Chaplain  Fisher 
stated  that  Australia  is  a  very  large  coun- 
try, just  being  explored.  The  population  is 
7,000,000,  and  over  2,000,000  of  this  num- 
ber are  in  these  two  cities,  Melbourne  hav- 
ing 1,000,000  and  Sydney  having  slightly 
over  this  amount.  The  largest  cattle  coun- 
try in  the  world  is  western  Australia,  tak- 
ing in ""  10,000  square  miles.  Australia  is 
larger  than  England,  Ireland,  and  Scotland 
put  together.  It  is  160  years  old  and  is 
just  carving  out  history.  Chaplain  Fisher 
also  said  that,  geographically  speaking, 
Australia  is  the  oldest  land  in  the  world. 

He  said  there  is  an  immigration  law, 
barring  the  entrance  of  black  and  yellow 
people  into  Australia.  The  Japanese  were 
looking  for  more  territory  for  their  popu- 
lation; and  had  it  not  been  for  the  Amer- 
ican fleet  would  have  taken  Australia,  as 
her  own  forces  Were  overseas. 

Chaplain  Fisher  told  us  many  interest- 
ing things  about  the  birds  and  animals. 
Australia  has  all  species  of  birds,  with  the 
exception  of  three  or  four  varieties.  One 
such  species  has  a  duck  beak,  webbed-feet, 
and  lays  eggs.  Another  is  the  laughing  jack- 


ass, a  bird  that  laughs  like  a  human  being. 
Chaplain  Fisher  said  that  it  is  almost  im- 
possible to  distinguish  the  laugh  of  this 
bird  from  that  of  a  person.  The  kangaroo 
grows  to  be  six  feet  tall  and  uses  its  pow- 
erful tail  to  leap,  thus  being  able  to  jump 
very   high. 

As  the  Australians  are  great  sports,  they 
have  taken  up  a  few  of  the  American  games, 
but  Chaplain  Fisher  informed  us  that  they 
are  not  too  fond  of  baseball.  Sunday  is  a 
public  holiday,  and  the  major  sport  partici- 
pated in  are  lacrosse  and  soccer,  which  is 
akin  to  football. 

Australia  is  defenseless,  so  the  Amer- 
ican troops  are  helping  her.  The  Austral- 
ians are  delighted  with  and  speak  highly  of 
the  American  boys,  Chaplain  Fisher  said, 
and  have  offered  them  Australian  citizen- 
ship papers. 

The  Australian  and  American  peoples 
are  much  alike.  In  relating  a  story  on  an 
American,  Chaplain  Fisher  told  of  the 
jealousy  between  Melbourne  and  Sydney. 
Melbourne  is  an  old  city  with  beautiful 
gardens,  and  a  very  picturesque  setting, 
but  Sydney  is  built  around  a  beautiful  har- 
bor and  is  the  oldest.  There  is  a  constant 
rivalry  as  to  which  city  has  the  most 
assets. 

In  burlesquing  an  American  the  Aus- 
tralian connects  with  him  loud  suits,  straw 
hats,  and  chewing  gum.  Chaplain  Fisher 
related  a  story  about  a  visiting  American 
who  was  on  a  sight-seeing  tour  of  Sydney. 
The  taxi  driver  pointed  out  the  various  at- 
tractions, and  the  American  agreed  that 
they  were  quite  interesting  but  added  that 
America  had  more,  bigger  and  better  at- 
tractions. No  matter  what  the  driver  show- 
ed him,  the  American  always  belittled  it. 
Finally  the  driver  was  getting  disgusted 
and  ended  the  tour  by  showing  him  the  har- 
bor. The  American  was,  at  last,  duly  im- 
pressed. He  confessed  that  there  was  noth- 
ing to  compare  with  it  in  America,  and 
added  that  if  it  were  in  America,  we  would 
have  everything.  The  driver  said  it  would 
be  possible  for  the  American  to  get  it  to 
America.    "How?"    asked    the    American. 

"Well,"  replied  the  driver,  "just  get  a 
long  glass  tube,  and  if  you  can  suck  as 
good  as  you  can  blow,  you'll  have  it  there 
in  no  time." 

Roberta  Cowan,  Reporting 
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Jet  Maskers  Span 
2000  Years  In 
Christmas  Drama 


First   guard    Marguerite   Horner 

Second   Guard    Catherine   Fewell 

Poet    Rosa    Nelle    Haynes 

Servant    Girl    Alice    Kain 

Innkeeper   Betty  Weill 

Boy    Jane    Higgenbotham 

Martha,  Innkeeper's 

daughter Mary  Elizabeth  Baynard 

First    Soldier    Ann    Campbell 

Second  Soldier   Martha  Townley 

Julius,  Roman  officer Mary  De  Mange 

First  Angel   Susan  Hess 

Second   Angel    Ethel   Lee   Hill 

Joseph Mary  Winborne  Evans 

Mary   Adrienne   McArdle 


Sunday,  night,  December  12,  at  7:15 
o'clock,  the  Jet  Maskers  presented  an  adap- 
tation of  Starbuck's  Nativity  play,  "Come 
Let  Us  Adore  Him." 

The  curtain  opened  on  a  modern  Christ- 
mas Eve.  The  scene  was  in  a  street.  The 
lighted  cathedral  window,  the  large  Christ- 
mas tree,  the  carolers  singing  and  dancing 
in  the  street  all  presented  a  beautiful  pic- 
ture. The  mother  and  child  on  their  way 
to  church  stopped  long  enough  to  talk  of 
the  first  Christmas  Eve. 

The  three  scenes  that  followed  were  on 
Christmas  Eve  two  thousand  years  ago:  the 
shepherd  scene,  the  Inn  at  Bethlehem  and 
the  Nativity  scene. 

The  audience  was  most  enthusiastic.  The 
play  had  plenty  of  real  dramatic  action  plus 
a  pictorial  quality  and  a  poetic  note,  seldom 
found  in  a  Christmas  play.  In  fact,  it  is 
rare  among  Christmas  plays. 

The  cast  of  characters : 

The  child Janice  Cooke 

The  Mother Carol  Morris 

The  carolers:  Mary  Elizabeth  Baynard, 
Ann  Campbell,  Mary  Windborne  Evans, 
Rosa  Nelle  Haynes,  Susan  Hess,  Jane  Hig- 
ginbotham,  Ethel  Lee  Hill,  Betty  Lee 
Mitchell,  Tom  Sawyer,  Helen  Templeton, 
Martha  Townley. 

The  dancers:  Janice  Cooke,  Jerre  Clark, 
Margaret  Guthrie,  Alice  Kain,  Marjorie 
Moore,   Marjorie  Rose,   Louise   Whiting. 

Judean  Shepherds:  Ezra,  Joan  Sayers; 
Simeon,  Ann  Craver;  Josias,  Margaret 
Guthrie. 

The  Magi:  Gospar,  Joellen  Murdock; 
Melchior,  Corrine  Cooper;  Balthazar,  Ann 
Windham. 


Brilliant  Chapel  Hour 
Of  Dance,  Music,  Song 


On  December  8,  three  of  the  younger 
members  of  the  faculty  gave  the  chapel 
program. 

Miss  Griffith  opened  the  program  with 
Flamenco,  dance  of  the  Spanish  gypsy  of 
the  many  moods  who  flirts  with  her 
audience.  The  music  for  this  dance  was 
brought  from  Madrid  by  Ted  Shawn. 

Miss  Murray  then  sang  Finden's  famous 
Kashmiri  Song,  Pale  Hands.  The  audience 
chuckled  with  pleasure  as  Miss  Murray 
"ho  ho-ed"  through  her  second  number,  the 
humorous  Petroushka  from  Baroushka  by 
Foster. 

Miss  Griffith's  second  number:  Amethyst 
portrayed  in  motion  the  appearance  of  the 
jewel  from  which  the  dance  gets  its  name. 
It  is  representative  of  the  jewel's  deep 
purples — its  flashes  to  most  brilliant  hues — 
then  back  to  a  last  dying  glow." 

At  this  point  in  the  program,  Miss 
Ecuyer,  who  had  been  doing  such  an  ex- 
cellent job  as  accompanist  for  both  Miss 
Murray  and  Miss  Griffith,  proved  herself 
an  artist  in  her  own  right  by  playing  Aren- 
sky's  Etude  and  Liszt's  Sonetto  del  Petrarco 
No.   104. 

The  last  number  on  the  program  was 
a  dance  of  the  American  cowboy  by  Miss 
Griffith  and  dedicated  to  her  fellow  Tex- 
ans.  Miss  Murray  sang  Carl  Sandburg's 
words  to  Turkey  In  the  Straw  while  Miss 
Griffith  danced. 
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DANCE  REAGUE 


Dance  League 
Reorganizes-Looks 
To  Spring  Program 

"Bend  down !  Keep  those  knees  straight ! 
One,  two,  down,  up!"  No,  that  is  not  a 
physical  fitness  class.  One  of  the  dance 
classes  is  just  going  thru  its  exercises. 

In  addition  to  the  usual  classes  in  Tap, 
Ballet,  and  Modern  dance  a  class  in  Folk, 
National,  and  Character  dancing  has  been 
added  to  the  curriculum.  The  girls  have 
learned  such  dances  as  a  cowboy  dance,  a 
gay  nineties  Can-Can,  and  an  East  Indian 
Nautch.  Girls  enrolled  in  any  of  these 
classes  are  automatically  members  of  the 
Dance  League. 

The  Dance  League  has  been  enthusiasti- 
cally reorganized  this  year  by  the  newly 
elected  officers:  Marg  Guthrie,  Jerre  Clark, 
and  Dot  Colquitt. 

On  Monday  night,  November  15th,  the 
League  sponsor,  Miss  Griffith,  told  the 
G.P.C.  ballerinas  some  interesting  facts 
about  artists  of  the  ballet  from  the  time 
of  Camargo  to  the  present  day  Barinova. 
The  League's  last  meeting  before  Christ- 
mas will  be  devoted  to  a  lecture  and  dis- 
cussion on  Dance  Production  followed  by 
a  demonstration  by  Miss  Griffith. 


Dance  League  members  do  more  than 
discuss  production!  Members  of  the  Lea- 
gue danced  several  South  American  num- 
bers to  entertain  the  Rotary  Club  Decem- 
ber, 9th.  Work  is  also  underway  on  rou- 
tines to  Christmas  carols  that  will  be  pre- 
sented in  the  Christmas  Pageant  "Come, 
Let  us  Adore  Him." 

Old  members  have  inspired  new  mem- 
bers with  tales  of  last  year's  visits  to  the 
nearby  camps.  The  girls  are  already  look- 
ing forward  to  these  programs  which  will 
be  given  some  time  in  March. 


Newcomers  Endure 
"Tortures"  of  Rat  Week 


This  is  not  a  story  of  a  Japanese  tor- 
ture prison  or  a  Nazi  concentration  camp 
— it  is  only  the  account  of  a  week  of  my 
life  at  G.P.C.  Rat  Week— the  period  of 
torture  for  the  poor  newcomers,  who  dare 
to  be  so  bold  as  to  join  a  sorority. 

After  the  Pledge  Service  while  we  were 
still  free,  white  and  eighteen,  our  rat  mis- 
tresses were  assigned  and  we  were  assured 
that  we  would  enjoy  immensely  the  week 
to  follow.  That  uncomfortable  prediction 
is  merely  a  blur  in  my  mind.  It  is  a  con- 
fused picture  of  myself  rolling  out  of  bed 
at  five  in  the  morning  to  run  along  the 
frigid  halls  to  my  rat  master's  room  to 
receive  her  impossible  commands.  Clean 
the  fish  pond  with  a  tooth  brush !  Count 
the  boards  in  the  pier!  Write  fifty  let- 
ters before  study  hall!  Wash  that  moun- 
tain of  dirty  socks !  And  sew  on  those 
buttons !  A  thousand  buttons  I'm  sure  I 
sewed  on. 

In  the  dining  room  I  always  ate  my 
meal  standing — that  is,  when  I  ate.  Most 
of  the  time  I  spent  serenading  my  rat 
master's  friends — of  whom  she  had  an  un- 
believable number.  I  sang  myself  hoarse 
in  the  senior  sun-parlor  trying  to  find  a 
selection  to  please  the  "almighty"  seniors. 
I  fell  flat  on  my  face  at  the  cry  of  "air 
raid"  until  I  learned  to  study  as  well  in  a 
horizontal  position  as  in  a  vertical  one,  and 
I  answered  to  the  name  of  "rat"  for  an 
endless  week.  And  "Their  Majesties"  had 
assured  us  it  would  be  fun!  Well,  they 
were  right — it  was  fun  and  we  enjoyed 
every  minute  of  it. 
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Left  above:  Billie  Jo  Glick,  Mary  Belcher's  rat — a  newsgirl  peddling 
papers. 

Right  above:  Marilyn  Fountain  and  her  rat,  Alice  Kain  who  was  on 
her  way  to  saddle  her  rat  master's  horse. 

Lower  center:  Rats  Marguerite  Curry,  Larraine  Vicknair  and  Sally 
Payne  scrub  the  fish  pond  with  tooth  brushes. 
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Glee  Club,  Music  Students 
Present  Recital  Of 
Delightful  Variety 


On  Wednesday,  December  8,  in  the  col- 
lege auditorium,  a  lovely  student  recital  was 

given   by   the    College    Glee    Club    and    the 

Music  students. 

The  program  was  as  follow: 

Glee  Club — "Salutation  by  Gaines,  and 
"Panis  Angelicus"  by  Caesar  Franck. 

Piano  Solo — "I  Love  Thee"  by  Grieg,  play- 
ed by  Virginia   Summers. 

Song — -"My  Heart  is  in  Bloom"  by  Brahms, 
and  "The  White  Swan"  by  Charles,  sung 
by  Tommy  Sawyer. 

Piano  Solo — "Sonata  in  G  (No.  5)"  by 
Mozart,  played  by  Juanita  Beebe. 

Song— "0  Holy  Night"  by  Adams,  sung  by 
Joan   Mills. 

Piano  Solo— "Nocturne  in  E  Flat"  by  Chopin, 
and  "Hopak"  by  Moris,  played  by  Cath- 
erine Mullin. 

Ensemble — Two  flutes,  clarinet,  saxophone, 
and  piano. 

Song — "Emmanuel"  by  Sporoso,  sung  by 
Martha  Townley. 

Piano  Solo — "Waltz  in  E"  by  Moskowski, 
played  by  Adrienne  Meeks. 

Song— "The  Virgin  Slumber  Song"  by 
Roger,  and  "Give  me  a  Home  on  the  Hill- 
side" by  Penn,  sung  by  Rae  Alice  Martin. 

Piano  Solo — "Valse  Impromtu"  by  Raff, 
played  by  Marjorie  Moore. 

Song — "Ask  Nothing  More"  by  Carl  Deig, 
and  "A  Banjo  Song"  by  Sidney,  sung 
by  Helen  Templeton. 

Piano  Solo — "Du  bist  die  Ruh"  by  Schubert 
Liszt,  and  "Air  de  Ballet"  by  Moskowski, 
played  by  Shirley  Harrell. 

Chorus — "Glorious    Forever"   by    Rachman- 
inoff, and  "Hallelujah"  by  Handel. 
The  performance  was  very  effective,  and 

the  audience  thoroughly  enjoyed  the  whole 

of  it. 


Studio  Music  Night 
Thrilled  Students 


The  music  in  Mr.  Davies  studio  thrilled 
many  students  on  Wednesday  night,  No- 
vember 17.  Miss  Bonnie  Murray  sang  a 
variety  of  songs,  one  of  which  was  A  Prayer 
written   by   Mr.    Daviss   for   Miss    Murray. 

The  other  numbers  Miss  Murray  sang  were: 

Cangia,    Cangia    Fasolo 

On  Wings  of  Night Winter  Watts 

Petroushka  from   Baroushka Fay   Foster 

Du    Bist    Die   Ruh    F.    Schubert 

Dream   In   The   Twilight    R.    Strauss 

Ouve  Les  Yeux  Bleus   Massenet 

A  Spring  Fancy John  Densmore 

Marjorie  Moore  played  the  first  move- 
ment of  Beethoven's  "Pathetique"  Sonata, 
and  Shirley  Harrell  played  Miskowski's 
"Air  de  Ballet."  Next  Miss  Smith  and 
Miss  Murray  sang  the  duet,  "The  Letter" 
from  Mozart's  "Marriage  of  Figaro."  At  the 
request  of  the  students,  Mr.  Davis  ended 
a  delightful  recital  by  playing  "A  Fantasy" 
By    Chopin. 

The  Music  Department  this  year  has 
extended  itself  beyond  the  campus  of  Gulf 
Park.  Several  students  and  faculty  mem- 
bers have  displayed  their  talents  in  various 
churches. 

On  Sunday  November  28,  Helen  Tem- 
pleton sang  at  the  Baptist  Church.  On 
Sunday  December  5,  Virginia  Stricklin 
sang  at  the  Methodist  Church.  The  same 
Sunday,  Martha  Townley  sang  at  the  Bap- 
tist Church. 

From  the  Faculty  of  Gulf  Park,  Miss 
Bonnie  Murray  sang  at  the  Presbyterian 
Church  on  Sunday,  November  21,  and  also 
on  December  12.  Miss  Lois  Smith  favored 
the  bi-annual  meeting  of  the  Women's  Fed- 
eration of  Churches  on  Monday,  November 
29  at  the  Christian  Church. 


Musical  Talent  At  Chapel 

On  November  23,  the  student  body  and 
faculty  enjoyed  one  of  the  best  programs 
of  this  year.  It  was  presented  by  three 
students  of  the  Music  Department  who  dis- 
played excellent  talent. 

(Continued  on  page   15) 
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President  Cox  Urges 
Broadened  Horizons 


On  Wednesday,  November  17,  Gulf  Park's 
President,  Dr.  Richard  G.  Cox  gave  a  most 
interesting  talk  that  was  inspiring  to  both 
students  and  faculty. 

President  Cox  compared  the  broadening 
of  our  horizons  by  formal  education  and 
throughout  life  with  the  expanding  view 
that  one  can  gain  by  climbing  to  the  top 
of  a  mountain.  He  painted  a  vivid  word 
picture  of  the  panorama  that  develops  as 
the  climber  gains  altitude,  showing  one 
mountain  range  after  another,  beautiful 
valleys  stretching  away  in  the  distance, 
dotted  with  farm  houses  and  cultivated 
field  of  varied  colors. 

He  compared  education  also  to  the  ever 
increasing  radius  of  the  circle  of  vision  that 
is  gained  when  one  rises  from  the  water 
level  of  the  ocean  to  the  lower  decks  of  a 
ship,  then  to  the  promenade  deck,  the 
bridge,  and  to  the  crow's  nest.  He  spoke  of 
the  wonderful  privilege  that  students  en- 
joy of  broadening  their  world  horizons  by 
acquaintance  with  the  outstanding  indi- 
viduals of  all  time,  with  the  history  of 
civilization,  with  the  customs  and  products 
and  accomplishments  of  different  nations, 
with  great  literature,  art  and  music,  with 
developments  in  the  field  of  science  and 
economics. 

He  made  it  clear  that  he  was  speaking 
not  only  of  education  in  high  school  and 
college  but  of  the  continued  process  of 
learning  throughout  life.  He  argued  that 
education  is  not  all  to  be  obtained  in  the 
classroom,  the  library,  the  laboratory  or 
in  concentrated  study.  He  stressed  the  value 
of  education  by  absorption  through  associa- 
tion with  students,  the  faculty  and  other 
friends.  He  argued  that  personal  contacts 
on  the  athletic  field,  on  the  campus  and 
pier,  in  informal  discussion  groups  that 
gather  in  sun  parlors  or  bedrooms,  may 
bring  almost  as  much  in  the  development 
of  character  and  personality  and  in  the 
ability  to  succeed  and  enjoy  life  as  a  stu- 
dent gains  from  lectures  and  recitation. 

Dr.  Cox  said  that  he  was  preaching 
against  the  attitude  of  the  clique,  of  the 
small  group  that  think  they  are  sufficient 
unto  themselves,  those  that  say  they  find 
only  a  few  of  their  associates  congenial. 
He  said  that  every  girl  in  Gulf  Park  should 
make  two  hundred  friendly  acquaintances 
during  a  college  year,  and  that  out  of  this 
number  she  might  find  fortunately  a  few 
genuine  friends  that  would  be  a  source  of 


Mrs.  Richard  G.  Cox 
Beautifully  Honored 
On  Birthday 

Mrs.  Richard  G.  Cox,  dean  of  the  Gulf 
Park  home  department,  was  happily  sur- 
prised by  Dr.  Richard  G.  Cox,  with  a 
formal  dinner  given  on  Friday  evening, 
December  3,  at  six  o'clock  in  the  college 
dining  room  in  honor  of  her  birthday. 

The  party  table,  so  festive  in  appearance 
that  it  glowed  joyous  greetings,  had  as  its 
centerpiece  an  arrangement  of  yellow  roses 
which  were  Dr.  Cox's  gift  to  Mrs.  Cox,  and 
was  lighted  with  tall  yellow  candles  in 
crystal  holders.  Though  both  faculty  and 
students  had  already  in  beautiful  and  im- 
pressive ways  felicitated  Mrs.  Cox  upon  her 
anniversary,  when  the  birthday  cake, 
sparkling  with  its  burning  tapers,  was  pre- 
sented, everybody  sang,  in  keeping  with 
Gulf  Park  birthday  custom,  "Happy  birth- 
day!"; and  everybody  meant  happy  birth- 
day. 

In  addition  to  Dr.  and  Mrs.  Cox  the 
invited  guests  were  Mrs.  Harry  Miller  (Dr. 
Cox's  sister,)  Captain  and  Mrs.  Edmond  de 
Jaive,  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Rupert  H.  Cooke,  Mrs. 
Maude  Doolittle  Thompson,  Misses  Sarah 
K.  Smith  and  Willietta  Evans,  and  Mr.  A. 
V.  Davies. 


MUSICAL  TALENT  AT  CHAPEL 

(Continued  from  page  14) 

Virginia  Stricklin  opened  the  program 
with  a  sacred  song,  "Lord,  let  me  live  to- 
day," accompanied  by  Miss  Lois  Smith. 

Marilyn  Myers  played  "Clair  de  Lune" 
by  Debussy  and  the  march  from  "Peter 
and  the  Wolf"  by  Prokofieff. 

These  were  followed  by  two  vocals  by 
Helen  Templeton.  "Wings  of  Night"  by 
Wintter  Watts,  and  "A  Heart  that's  Free" 
by  Alfred  Rabyn. 

The  entire  audience  showed  their  ap- 
preciation by  thunderous  applause  after 
each  selection,  and  later  expressed  desires 
for  more  chapel  programs  of  the  same 
type. 

strength  and  joy  to  her  throughout  life.  To 
illustrate  this  point  President  Cox  quoted 
the  poem  of  Edwin  Markham: 

"He  drew  a  circle  that  shut  me  out; 

Heretic,  rebel,  a  thing  to  flout. 

But  love  and  I  had  the  wit  to  win; 

We  drew  a  circle  that  took  him  in." 
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TEN-MINUTE     TEAS     REFLECT 


President   Cox  greets    each    by    name, 
tall^s      informally,       t(  serves      food'" 


Seated  left  to  right:  Betty  Lou   Showalter,  Dr.  Cox,  Adrienne   Mc- 

Ardle,  Willa  Davis. 
Standing  left  to  right:  Susan  Hess,  Eleanor  Lang,  Sholia  Duffy,  Ruth 

Morgan,  Ethel  Lee  Hill. 
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GULF      PARK      FRIENDLINESS 


Thrilled    "guests"    chat    eagerly, 
drink     tea,     eat      tasty     dainties. 


Early  in  November,  small  groups  of 
chattering  girls  could  be  seen  emerg- 
ing from  Dr.  Cox's  office,  An  inno- 
cent by-stander  might  overhear  en- 
thusiastic remarks  such  as  these: 
"You  know,  you'd  never  even  get  to 
see  the  president  of  a  university  and 
here  he  takes  time  to  talk  to  each 
of  us."  "Not  only  that,  but  he  serves 
food."  That  was  good  coffee — and  oh, 
those  cakes  and  nuts!"  An  old  stu- 
dent commented,  "I  like  it  better 
this  way — having  it  earlier  in  the 
year;  then  the  new  girls  get  to  know 
Dr.  Cox  sooner.  But  what's  more  im- 
portant  is — he  gets  to   know  them." 

These  ten-minute  teas  are  annual 
affairs  which  embody  the  warm, 
friendly  attitude  and  companionship 
found  at  G.  P.  C.  Dr.  Cox  sets  the 
example  in  this  social  gesture.  How- 
ever, he  does  it  not  as  an  example 
but  because  he  likes  it — and  we  like 
it  too. 

We  want  to  thank  you,  Dr.  Cox, 
for  your  cordial  interest  in  us.  We 
appreciate  your  taking  the  time  to 
know  us  as  individuals  and  your 
thoughtfulness    in   entertaining   us. 

It  was   lovely  and  we  enjoyed   it. 


To  The  Victors 


Without  any  feeling  of  nostalgia  for 
the  Sweet  Long  Ago  but  rather  with  good 
natured  humor  made  up  of  fact  and  fancy, 
tinged  with  a  sense  of  "See  what  we  have 
escaped!",  the  Senior  Class  in  Sing-Song 
presented  dramatized  scenes  from  the  early 
years  of  Gulf  Park  when  hair  was  long, 
lipstick  was  wicked,  smoking  was  prohibit- 
ed, gymnastics  were  lady-like,  bloomers 
were  compulsory,  dresses  ignored  the  mid- 
riff, and  dates  were  romantic.  From  the 
beginning  to  the  end  of  their  reminiscence, 
they  had  the  audience  in  an  uproar. 

The  curtain  rose  on  a  student's  bed- 
room scene  when  Barbara  Torrance  engag- 
ed in  trying  to  master  the  difficulties  of 
Chaucer's  English  was  interrupted  by  Joan 
Sayers  who  wanted  to  go  to  Little  Man's, 
and,  almost  in  the  same  breath,  by  Ann 
Campbell  who  had  found  a  diary  which  ob- 
viously, was  so  old  that  the  girls  felt  no 
delicacy  about  reading  it.  Then,  they  learn- 
ed what  old  Gulf  Park  was  like  when  it 
was  young.  The  Diary  called  a  million 
memories  which  were  not  for  just  a  day, 
not  just  a  year,  but  as  Tom  Sawyer,  with 
her  most  convincing  voice,  lyrically  as- 
sured them,  were  for  Always. 

Then  by  the  magic  of  memory  which 
cuts  away  the  years,  the  students  of  all 
those  early  episodes  jumped  right  out  of 
the  pages  of  the  diary  and  lived  again  the 
Gulf  Park  days.  The  production  was  done 
space  stage,  light  carrying  the  audience 
from  the  diary,  reading  scenes  in  the  stu- 
dent's room  to  the  scenes  in  which  the  ac- 
tivity noted  in  the  diary  came  alive. 

The  Sunday  morning  inspection  which 
Betty  Taylor,  impersonating  Mrs.  Cox, 
made  of  the  young  ladies  to  see  if  they 
were  properly  dressed  for  church,  reveal- 
ed that  all  except  one  were  obediently 
wearing — long  black  bloomers.  Betty  Weill, 
first  absorbed  in  the  daily  paper  and  in- 
different to  all  that  was  going  on  around 
her  and  then  abruptly  recognizing  the 
presence  of  a  timid  student,  Joy  Goff,  to 
permit  her  to  "speak  her  mind",  needed 
no  accessories  to  have  the  audience  un- 
derstand that  she  was  Mama  T  who  would 


Seniors 


not  only  be  hard  boiled  about  the  for- 
bidden cigarette  case  but  would  also  lov- 
ingly keep  it  on  the  shelf  of  her  closet 
until  the  girl  could  have  it  again. 

The  chaste  and  refined  physical  ed. 
class  of  twelve  young  ladies  under  the  di- 
rection of  Lillian  O'Casek,  wearing  a  1925 
model  bathing  suit,  was  a  study  in  black 
bloomers  and  white  middies  as  they  with 
daintiness  and  precision  went  through  their 
gymnastic  exercises  while  they  sang  sweet- 
ly, neatly  to  the  tune  of  An  Old  Fashionei 
Garden  their  old  time  song,  We  Are  the 
Seniors  of  Gulf  Park.  Nola  Johnson  and 
Margaret  Guthrie,  who  played  the  role  of 
a  G.  C.  M.  A.  cadet  date,  did  a  feature 
dance. 

The  Seniors  who  had  collected  from 
their  families,  far  and  near,  the  beautiful 
hats  and  dresses  of  an  earlier  period  stag- 
ed what  amounted  to  a  costume  play,  and 
they  were  picturesque  as  well  as  clever. 

After  the  presentation  of  several  animat- 
ed diary  scenes,  all  the  Seniors  joined  in 
singing  their  pep  song,  the  words  and 
music  of  which  were  written  by  Helen 
Templeton;  and  then  Sue  Morency,  presi- 
dent of  the  class,  presented  the  Gulf  Park 
class  Alma  Mater,  which  was  written  by 
Rose    Nell    Haynes. 

But  the  end  was  not  yet — His  Majesty 
the  Goat,  symbol  of  a  well-earned  victory 
in  Gulf  Park,  was  awarded  to  the  Seniors 
who   claimed   him   joyfully. 

Junior  Skit  is  Scene 
Rhqmed  in  Boogie  Beat 

Once  again  the  Junior  Class  of  Gulf 
Park  banded  together  to  produce  their 
annual  masterpiece — the  Sing  Song  skit  and 
songs.  After  many  hours  of  writing, 
practicing  songs,  and  rehearsing  the  skit, 
they  were  at  last  ready  for  the  great  night, 
Saturday,  November  20. 

The  skit  was  a  court  scene  rhymed  in 
a  boogie  beat.  The  jury,  the  faculty  of 
Gulf  Park,  danced  into  their  box  in  time 
to  boogie  played  on  the  piano  by  Dot.  Baird, 
followed  by  three  judges,  Dr.  and  Mrs. 
Cox,  and  Dean  Hatcher.  Then  the  sweet 
young  defendant  was  brought  in  and  plac- 
ed in  the  box,  while  the  prosecuting  attor- 
ney,   Miss    Clough,    swore    her    in.      Miss 
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Win    Sing-Song 


Clough  called  for  re-inactment  of  the  crime, 
to  which  the  defendant  protested,  but  to 
no  avail.  As  the  lights  were  switched  out, 
two  girls  ambled  across  the  stage  and  back 
carrying  books  and  water.  Then  the  scene 
was  switched  to  the  scene  of  the  crime,  the 
defendant's  room.  Four  girls  were  seated 
on  the  floor  playing  bridge,  smoking,  and 
eating,  while  the  defendant  slept.  More 
girls  came  in,  and  still  the  defendant  slept. 
Suddenly,  one  of  the  girls  warned  the  oth- 
ers that  a  hostess  was  coming;  they  scat- 
tered, and  Mama  T.  walked  in.  Then  the 
truth  came  out — the  defendant's  snoring 
had  been  keeping  Mama  T  awake  every 
night.  Before  the  scene  reverted,  the  two 
characters  again  ambled  slowly  across  the 
stage;  and  when  asked  by  a  person  in  the 
audience  what  they  were  doing,  they  turn- 
ed slowly  and  replied  equally  slowly  with 
deadpan  expressions,  "Our  room's  on  fire." 
Then  the  scene  changed  back  to  the  court- 
room. Miss  Clough  asked  the  jury  to  kick 
the  defendant  out,  whereupon  they  rose 
and  said  in  chorus  to  kick  her  out.  Mrs. 
Marsh  rose  from  the  audience  and  demand- 
ed justice,  so  the  jury  rose  and  said  to 
keep  her  in  school. 

Miss  Clough  gave  in,  and  the  judges 
relented  and  only  gave  the  defendant  eight 
months  solitary  confinement  with  bread 
and  water.  The  skit  ended  with  the  en- 
tire Junior  Class  singing  the  pep  song  and 
Alma  Mater. 


Pep  Song  Highlights 
High  School  Entrg 


A  still,  gaily  colored  beach  scene  re- 
ceived the  audience's  applause  Saturday 
night,  November  twentieth,  which  was  sure 
evidence  of  the  High  School's  hard  work 
and  zeal  on  their  entry  in  1943's  "Sing 
Song."  Jo  Varnadow  and  Kaye  Taylor  were 
seated  in  a  corner  out  front,  supposedly  a 
cozy  corner  of  Kaye's  living  room.  They 
talked  happily  of  the  beach  scene,  Kaye's 
prize  picture  in  her  album.  The  beach 
scene  came  to  life  with  Harriet's  song  "It's 
Always  You ; ;'  hot-dog  man,  alias  I.  Harris ; 
"Eggeldine's"  masterful  twirling  of  the 
baton;  and  Louise  Whitting's  dance  on  the 
sand. 


It  was  ended  with  Jo's  question;  "Do 
you  sing  much  at  Gulf  Park?"  Kaye  ex- 
claimed, "Are  you  kidding?  We  had  the 
cutest  Pep  Song  that  year!"  Then  the 
girls  burst  forth  with  their  new  Pep  Song, 
the  words  of  which  were  written  by  Ofelia 
Osuna  and  the  music  by  Jane  Higgen- 
botham.  Then  the  lights  were  dimmed, 
and  the  new  Alma  Mater  was  sung.  Marilyn 
Myers  wrote  the  music  to  the  Alma  Mater, 
and  the  words  were  written  by  Virginia 
Cartwright.  With  the  impressive  notes 
still  alive  in  the  air,  the  curtain  closed. 


Juniors  Claim 

His  Majesty  The  Goat 


The  annual  competition  for  His  Majesty 
the  Goat,  was  begun  Saturday,  November  6, 
with  a  swimming  meet,  held  in  our  Gulf 
Park  pool.  Excited  spectators  lined  the 
edges  of  the  pool,  cheering  their  teams  on 
to  victory,  while  Miss  Trumbull  gave  the 
participants  their  instructions.  Finally, 
after  what  seemed  an  interminable  time, 
the  whistle  blew,  and  the  meet  was  on. 

The  results  are  as  follows: 
40  yard  crawl — 

First — Eleanor  Vaughan,  Junior;  Second 
Willa  Davis,  Junior;  Third — Bobbie  Reyn- 
olds, Senior. 

Side  stroke  for  form — 

First — Frances  Shields,  High  School;  Sec- 
ond— Bette  Taylor,  Senior;  Third — Bar- 
bara Stevenson,  Junior. 

40  yard  back  crawl — 

First — Helen   Hillyard,  Junior;   Second — 

Eleanor  Lang,  Junior;  Third— Sue  Scott, 
High  School. 

Elementary  back  stroke  for  form — 

First — May  Longnecker,  Junior;  Second 
— Betty  Lyons,  Senior;  Third — Nancy 
Mahery,  High  School. 

40  yard  breast  stroke — 

First — Sue  Morency,  Senior ;  Second — Bet- 
ty Coleman,  High  School;  Third — Judy 
Marr,  Junior. 

Medley  relay — 

First — Seniors — ■ 

Back  crawl — Margaret  Pondrom 
Breast  stroke — Sue  Morency 
Crawl — Elna    McCorkle. 

(Continued  on  page  26) 
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Khaki,    Navy    Blue    and     Field    Green 
Mingle  to  Strains  of  Tantalizing  Tunes 


Gulf  Park  College  was  host  to  another 
group  of  service  men  at  a  dance  on  Decem- 
ber 4.  This  time  it  was  the  men  from  Gulf- 
port  Field  who  brought  a  wonderful  or- 
chestra. 

The  dance  opened  with  six  program 
dances  that  gave  a  grand  opportunity  for 
everyone  to  get  acquainted.  At  the  inter- 
mission Major  Williams,  who  was  in  charge 
of  the  Gulfport  Field  men,  invited  other 
service  men  from  Keesler  Field,  the  Mer- 
chant Marine  Station  and  the  Naval  Ad- 
vance Base,  who  had  dates  on  the  campus, 
to  join  the  dance. 


Major  Williams  had  brought  along  a 
Gulfport  Field  photographer,  so  as  you  look 
at  this  picture  taken  during  one  of  the  or- 
chestra's special  numbers,  you  may  wonder 
whether  this  was  an  Army,  a  Navy  or  a 
Marine  dance. 
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DuPont  Consultant 
Reveals  Chemical  Miracles 
For  War  and  Peace 


"The  war  is  being  fought  and  won  in 
the  research  laboratory,  the  home,  the  fac- 
tory, and  on  the  farm  as  well  as  on  the 
fields  of  battle  all  over  the  world." 

This  was  one  of  the  important  facts 
that  was  discussed  and  illustrated  by  M.  H. 
Bruner,  Agricultural  Consultant,  DuPont 
Agricultural  Extension  Division,  at  Gulf 
Park  on  Wednesday,  December  1. 

Mr.  Bruner  pointed  out  that  while  war 
is  still  a  struggle  between  men,  it  has  also 
become  a  gargantuan  robot-like  conflict  be- 
tween the  multitudinous  products  of  che- 
mical, engineering,  and  other  technical  re- 
search. 

Mr.  Bruner  stated  that  after  the  first 
World  War  a  study  was  made  of  the  scarce 
materials  in  this  country.  A  list  was  com- 
piled which  contained  42  items.  This  list 
showed  that  in  a  period  of  less  than  20 
years  we  have  been  able  to  strike  28  items 
off  the  list  of  scarce  materials  in  this 
country. 

How  research  has  been  speeded  up  to 
develop  numerous  chemical  products  and 
replacements  for  unavailable  materials  re- 
quired for  all-out  war  was  outlined  by  the 
speaker,  with  numerous  concrete  illustra- 
tions  and   examples. 

He  showed  that  modern  war  is  a  con- 
flict of  chemicals  and  that  without  a  high- 
ly developed  chemical  industry  this  coun- 
try today  would  be  helpless. 

Mr.  Bruner  made  it  clear  that  several 
important  materials,  now  of  utmost  im- 
portance in  the  war,  were  not  even  known 
or  were  just  emerging  from  the  test-tube 
stage  to  commercial  applications  when  the 
war  began. 

The  speaker  emphasized  the  fact  that 
after  the  war,  of  course,  the  tremendous 
fund  of  scientific  information,  now  being 
created  by  wartime  necessity,  will  be  utiliz- 
ed for  the  making  of  things  for  post-war 
peacetime  uses  undreamed  of  only  a  short 
time  ago. 

He  showed  many  samples  of  products 
made  synthetically  that  excelled  the  na- 
tural product,  calling  particular  attention  to 
a  jar  of  camphor  made  from  long-leaf  pine 


PRACTICAL  ARTS 


"Just  Like  Home"  Party 
Pre-Holidaq  Event 


Sunday  evening,  December  12,  at  9:30, 
the  Practical  Arts  Department  enjoyed  a 
delightful  and  very  informal  Christmas 
party. 

The  interior  of  the  sewing  room  was 
converted  into  a  festive  drawing  room.  A 
gaily  trimmed  Christmas  tree  decorated  one 
corner  of  the  room,  and  a  fireplace  added 
that  "just  like  home''  appearance.  All  the 
students  of  the  department  participated  in 
decorating  for  the  party,  but  the  Foods 
Department  was  especially  represented  by 
the  delicious  assortment  of  cookies,  candies, 
and  cakes  appropriate  for  the  occasion. 
Amusing  gifts  were  discovered  under  the 
tree,  and  exchanged  among  the  girls. 

The  party  was  adjoined  by  gather- 
ing around  the  fireplace  and  singing  Christ- 
mas  carols. 


in  Mississippi.  He  exhibited  samples  of 
many  kinds  of  cloth,  paint  brushes,  ply- 
wood, smokeless  powder,  etc.,  including 
lucite,  the  "glass"  tubing  that  will  make  a 
light  shine  around  a  corner. 

Mr.  Bruner  is  a  graduate  in  forestry  of 
Pennsylvania  State  College  and  has  a  Mas- 
ter's degree  from  the  Yale  School  of  For- 
estry. He  took  additional  graduate  work 
at  Yale,  specializing  in  soils,  botany,  plant 
physiology  and  pathology.  He  has  had 
wide  experience  with  the  U.  S.  Forest  Serv- 
ice in  North  Carolina,  Tennessee,  and  Loui- 
siana and  with  the  Agricultural  Extension 
Service  in  Arkansas  and  South  Carolina. 

— Mary  Catherine  Hanson,  Reporting 
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HIGH    SCHOOL    HIGH    JINKS 
AT      HUCKLEBERRY      HILL 


Away  with  your  worries  and  books ! 
Come  along  to  "Huck"  with  us.  Put  on 
those  bluejeans  or  those  dearly  loved  slacks, 
minus  their  creases,  throw  your  sheets  into 
your  duffle  bag,  hop  aboard  that  famous 
open-air  truck  and  with  a  few  wind-blown 
mops  of  hair  you'll  be  there,  at  "Huck." 

Each  easy  breeze  that  floats  by  your 
nose  seems  to  make  steaks,  fried  chicken, 
taffy,  fudge,  french  fries,  big  sugar  cookies, 
hot  biscuits,  and  pies  rise  up  and  meet 
your  eye.  But  hm — you'll  usually  follow 
your  nose  to  the  kitchen.  But  you  know  it 
isn't  quite  time  to  sit  down  at  the  long 
heavily   laden  table   of  wonderful   food,   to 


slowly  munch  and  gossip  of  school  affairs. 
So  to  make  time  fly — so  that  time  will 
come,  you'll  rip  open  the  hurriedly  packed 
duffle  bag  and  throw  your  sheets  upon  your 
soft  bed.  Then  you'll  flip  on  the  radio  and 
jump  and  jive  to  a  hot  jazz  tune.  But  may- 
be instead  you'll  stand  around  the  piano 
and  sing — sing — and  sing.  Then  ah,  at  last 
that  time  has  come!  But  don't  trip  over 
Johnette,  the  pup,  getting  there.  Oh  how 
good  it  all  is! 

Well  here  it  is  seven  p.  m.  and  "Let's 
play  bridge,"  is  the  demanding  cry  of  one 
and  all.  A  hundred  to  one,  right  when  you'll 
call    "A   weak   heart,"    a   conga    will    come 
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blaring  over  the  radio  so  up  you'll  jump 
upsetting  the  card  table!  (Ugh!)  Oh  the 
conga  line  forms  to  the  right! 

Of  course,  bedtime  does  come  but  not 
before  you  have  had  a  taffy  pulling  con- 
test or  fruit  juice  and  cookies  and  a  good 
old  bull  session.  But  the  good  thing  about 
bedtime  is  it  comes  when  you  want  it  to. 
But  too,  maybe  you'll  end  up  on  the  floor 
with  a  couple  of  pillows  smashing  your  cold 
cream  around.  But  "Huck"  is  here  for 
F-U-N ! 

Morning  comes  with  several  big  golden 
yellow  balls  peeping  at  you.  Yes,  one  could 
be  the  sun.  But  what  we're  thinking  of  are 
those  hot  pancakes  peering  out  from  under 
syrup  with  butter  (yes,  we  said  butter) 
floating  oozingly  around!  Oh  boy!  Can  you 
eat  as  many  as  Little  Black  Sambo?  We  can! 

After  breakfast  the  wide-awake  mem- 
bers of  the  gang  can  go  for  a  hike,  or  the 
good  swimmers  for  a  boat  ride  in  the  wind- 
ing bayou  out  front.  Hmm — and  end  up  at  a 
little  store  about  a  mile  away  for  cokes. 
Maybe  you'll  play  baseball,  football  and 
leap  frog,  or  again  bridge  sharks  take  your 
places!  Oh  and  the  lazy  ones  can  just  re- 
tire  again. 

Before  you  return  to  school  there  is 
always  dinner.  That  means  dinner  with  a 
capital  "D"  for  Divine!  (Southern  Fried 
Chicken.)  After  eating  your  last  meal  you'll 
have  to  pack  your  old  duffle  bag  to  go  but 
you  can  smile,  smile,  smile,  because  you 
can  and  will  go  out  to  "Huck"  again  soon. 

Now  you  have  it  the  way  us  High 
School  gals  think  of  "Huck."  We  add  "Don't 
forget  eating  too  much  is  a  sin!"  But  hm — 
let's  begin! 

— K.    Taylor 


Alaskan   Adventure 

Visiting  Alaska  at  the  age  of  twelve 
satisfied  my  wildest  dreams  of  adventure. 
The  trip  made  me  forget  Treasure  Island 
and  Swiss  Family  Robinson  and  replaced  in 
my  mind  pictures  of  a  country  where  nature 
was  still  partially  unconquered,  where  a 
bear  or  a  team  of  huskies  could  be  seen 
without  paying  the  fee  at  a  circus  gate. 

As  I  recall  the  trip,  industrial  Seattle, 
our  point  of  embarkation,  is  faint.  But  how 
I  remember  the  steamship  Aluetian!  This 
boat,  taking  passengers  as  a  minor  busi- 
ness, intrigued  me  from  steam  funnel  to 
galley!  Our  cabin  was  situated  near  the 
center  of  activity,  the  ship's  hole.  While 
in  port,  it  was  a  rumbling  mass  of  ma- 
chinery loading  the  cases  of  canned  salmon, 


its  main  cargo.  Standing  on  the  deck  I 
watched  the  powerful  cranes  worked  by  one 
man  at  a  lever. 

Ketchikan  was  the  first  port  the 
Aluetian  visited.  Happily  I  discovered  the 
nature  of  an  Alaskan  town,  so  different 
from  the  cities  of  urban  United  States. 
Here  were  old-fashioned  wooden  streets, 
totem  poles  weirdly  carved,  quaint  churches 
dating  back  to  the  Yukon  Gold  Rush.  A 
short  distance  from  the  town  we  saw  the 
Mennenhall  Glacier,  my  first  of  this  north- 
ern oddity.  Later  this  seemed  small  in  com- 
parison to  the  others  we  saw,  but  being 
the  first,  it  remains  most  clearly  in  my 
mind. 

Our  frequent  stops  at  the  secluded  sal- 
mon canning  factories  were  sources  of  never- 
ending  thrill  to  me,  a  child  of  the  interior. 
Barges  loaded  with  the  fish  were  unloaded 
into  troughs  conveying  their  cargo  into 
the  building.  Inside  were  rows  of  workers 
separating,  cleaning,  and  packing  the  seem- 
ingly never-ending  supply.  After  the  cans 
were  sealed,  little  cars  carried  them  to 
enormous  ovens  to  be  pressured  to  the 
proper  degree.  Just  as  we  were  boarding 
the  ship,  a  passenger  sighted  four  bears 
across  the  bay  a  short  distance  from  the 
cannery. 

At  Valdez,  we  left  the  Aleutian  and  be- 
gan our  inland  trip  up  the  Richardson  High- 
way to  Fairbanks.  Here  again  I  was  thrill- 
ed to  find  that  "highway"  in  Alaska  doesn't 
mean  the  hard-surface  stretches  linking  our 
cities.  Up  the  Richardson  was  a  trip  over 
gravel  roads  through  250  miles  of  unsettled 
land.  We  were  detoured  several  places  be- 
cause of  snow  slides  covering  the  road. 
Many  times  our  driver  pointed  out  caribou 
grazing  on  the  tundra. 

Around  Fairbanks  were  enormous  gold 
dredges,  unlike  anything  I  had  seen  before. 
These  massive  machines  had  eaten  away 
earth  from  valley  after  valley,  picking  up 
dirt,  keeping  gold.  I  remember  marveling 
as  the  guide  told  us  that  each  of  these 
dredges  cost  over  a  million  dollars.  We  saw 
at  least  ten  million  dollars'  worth  of  ma- 
chinery on  one  tour. 

From  Fairbanks  we  rode  an  old  fashion- 
ed train  that  stopped  for  beautiful  scenes 
at  nightfall.  At  the  end  of  the  aisle  was 
an  old-fashioned  wood  burning  stove  "for 
the  passengers'  comfort."  At  the  town  in 
which  we  spent  the  night,  we  left  the  train 
and  again  boarded  ship. 

Visiting  Alaska  was  an  adventure  that 
will  remain  in  my  mind  forever  as  the 
greatest  of  my  childhood.  It  was  the  ad- 
venture that  furnished  material  for  my 
imagination  for  months  and  even  now. 

—Shirley    Howell. 
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BIT  and   SPUR 


Dauntless  Riders 
Canter  in  Rain 


With  undaunted  spirits  and  a  light 
sprinkle  of  rain,  nine  girls  started  out, 
under  the  able  leadership  of  Miss  Schiedler, 
for  a  trip  to  Huck.  The  only  difference  be- 
tween this  and  many  other  trips,  was  the 
transportation — horses.  In  two  hours  a 
weary  bunch,  still  undaunted,  straggled  in 
towards  a  welcoming  fire  at  their  destina- 
tion. Lunches  were  quickly  eaten  and  the 
trip  back  started,  sooner  than  expected  be- 
cause of  threatening  rain.  This  soon  became 
more  than  a  threat,  as  two  hours  later  a 
bedraggled  bunch  limped  up  to  a  hot  bath, 
singing  "We  are  the  drenched  rats  of  Gulf 
Park."  After  a  quick  recovery,  all  were 
livened  up  again  and  talked  of  going  on  the 
next  ride,  that  is,  if  they  got  to  the  board 
to  sign  up  first.  Those  who  went  were: 
Sally  Cote,  Sue  Morency,  Marilyn  Fountain, 
Catherine  Fewell,  Betty  Ann  Lyons,  Mar- 
garet Pondrom,  Barbara  Torrance,  and 
Genevieve  Low. 


Backroad  Trail  Found 


The  first  ride  this  year  of  the  Bit  and 
Spur  Club  was  a  wonderful  success.  It  oc- 
curred early  Monday  morning,  November 
13.  Fun  was  had  by  all  that  participated, 
that  is,  all  except  the  poor  "rats,''  who 
were  told  by  their  "rat  masters"  to  both 
saddle  and  bridle  the  horses,  and  then  to 
unsaddle  them  on  the  girls'  return.  The 
object  of  this  ride  was  to  find  a  suitable 
backroad  trail  for  horses  to  travel  when 
going  to  Huck.  After  three  hours  of  search- 
ing the  riders  returned,  cold  but  happy. 


Spirit  of  Thanksgiving 
Presented  in  Pantomime 


As  long  as  man  lives  upon  this  earth, 
accepting  blessings  from  the  maker,  he  will 
set  aside  a  time  to  give  thanks  for  what 
he  has  received.  Thanksgiving,  the  day 
of  thanks  for  the  Americans  was  presented 
by  the  Y.W.C.A.,  Sunday,  November  21, 
1943.  It  was  presented  in  pantomine  form 
with  Adrienne  McArdle  taking  the  part  of 
the  reader.  The  program  was  written  by 
Nelwyn  Cooke;  supervised  by  Miss  Morris 
and  Miss  Clough;  and  Martha  Townley  was 
the  stage  assistant. 

The  program  was  opened  with  the 
hymn  "Come,  Ye  Faithful  People,  Come." 
Joan  Sayers  gave  the  scripture  reading, 
which  was  followed  by  the  first  scene 
which  presented  the  early  Christian 
Thanksgiving.  Dot  Colquit,  Myram  Mur- 
phy, Becky  Ratcliff  and  Renata  Strassman 
were  the  players.  Next  the  Italian 
Thanksgiving  was  demonstrated  with  all 
its  play  and  color  and  merriment.  The 
Italians  eat  and  drink,  dance  and  laugh; 
thus  thanking  the  Lord  for  His  blessings. 
Barbara  Hand,  Peggy  Lillard,  Alicia  Calles, 
and  Margaret  Wallis  were  the  gay  Italians. 

The  Scottish  people  have  a  very  solemn 
Thanksgiving.  They  praise  the  Lord  with 
religious  services  for  political  blessings 
more  than  for  the  good  harvest.  Marilyn 
Fountain  presented  the  Scottish  Thanks- 
giving. 

The  Indian's  Thanksgiving  was  spent 
with  long  prayers  to  their  gods  and  in  feast. 
They  thanked  their  gods  for  just  being 
alive  and  for  the  sun  and  the  rain.  The 
Indians  were  portrayed  by  Nelwyn  Cooke 
and  Ophelia  Osuna. 

The  most  fervent  Thanksgiving  was 
held  by  the  Puritans.  They  had  had  a 
bountiful  crop  and  plenty  of  food;  there- 
fore they  had  great  cause  to  thank  the 
Lord. 

Following  the  scenes,  Helen  Templeton 
sang  "Teach  Me  to  Live,"  and  Joy  Goff 
offered  a  prayer.  The  program  concluded 
with  the  singing  of  "America."  Although 
due  to  a  short  circuit  somewhere,  the  lights 
went  out  all  over  the  building,  the  audience 
kept  singing  which  gave  everyone  a  feel- 
ing superior  to  earthly  things. 

— Renata  Strassman 
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MINNIE     MINCHELL 


What  was  that  rotten  egg  smell  in  room 
25  one  Sunday  morning,  eh,  Sue?! 

Did  you  have  fun  in  New  Orleans, 
Peggy? 

Rosie,  your  voice  has  improved  so,  but 
why  play  the  records  too? 

Why  did  Mid  come  back  early  from  her 
Thanksgiving  vacation?  It  couldn't  have 
had  something  to  do  with  the  Army? 

Torchy  really  is  a  killer  in  that  new 
coat   and   hat. 

How's  the  messenger  girl,  Weill?  Hope 
you're  feeling  better,  Doris! 

Monk  knows  a  good-looking  lieutenant 
from  Iowa,  the  BEST  STATE  IN  THE 
LAND. 

Horseback  riding  is  fun!  We  wonder  if 
the  girls  who  rode  to  Huck  still  think  so. 

FAMOUS  LAST  WORDS:  I  didn't  hear 
the  bell. 

No,  I  wasn't  smoking. 

I   never  crack  a  book. 

It's  a  good  night  for  a  murder. 

Who  wants  to  play  bridge? 

Who's    turn    is    it    to    clean    up    the 

smoker  ? 
Come   down    after   lights;   the   host- 
esses always  go  right  to  sleep. 

The  Jerk  Kirk,  Ann  Lampton,  Goof,  and 
Joan  Sayers  had  a  merry  vacation  Thanks- 
giving. 

Marybea,  tell  us  all  about  your  dates 
girl! 

Sally,  did  you  get  what  you  wanted 
Thanksgiving  night? 

Dair-Dair,  where  is  Seward,  Alaska? 

Marg  and  Tom  plus  Ocean  Springs  and 
Hazel  equals  Fun  and  more  Fun. 

Dot,  Janie  Mac,  and  Martha  spent  a 
day  in  New  Orleans  and  thrilled  the  popu- 
lace. 

Ray  has  the  prettiest  Doctor  daddy. 
When  is  he  coming  down? 

Where  did  you  get  that  ring,  Cathy? 
Helen's    always    looking    for    mail — and 
always  gets  it. 

Pidge  and  the  GOAT  are  very  well-ac- 
quainted now.  We  think  she  deserves  a  pat 
on  the  back  for  taking  such  good  care  of  it ! 

What  small  bit  of  dynamite  in  room 
20  said  she  would  take  on  anyone  in  the 
school  ? 

Anyone  want  a  theme  written?  See  Bob- 
by Reynolds ;  she  writes  a  book  every  night 
— in  letter  form. 


Corky  signed  her  life  away  to  the  Ferry 
Command  but  still  seems  to  be  doing  all 
right  on  her  own. 

Audrey,  couldn't  you  take  care  of  your 
sister  ? 

Taylor  wa3  counting  days  long  before 
any  of  us,  but  it  wasn't  for  vacation. 

Poor  Lill  is  definitely  our  choice  of  the 
bathing  girl  of  1925. 

Cartwright,  hows  the  index  file  on  all 
your  men?  Do  you  need  Dottie  Dix  to  help 
you  over  the  bumps? 

Pat  W.,  how  long  do  you  think  you  can 
lead  this  double  love  life?  If  you  ask  us — 
forever  and  a  day  or  two. 

Mary  Dee,  hows  the  new  romance  you've 
launched  ?  Ha !  As  if  we  couldn't  guess !  And 
what  a  man! 

Linch,  are  you  from  F-O-L-E-Y  too? 
Wow — what  a  place  EH — Helen! 

Oh  love  has  D-O-N  it  again !  Oh !  Monie ! 

Those  1-o-n-g  distance  calls  from  Iowa 
sure  do  things  to  a  gal  named  Doris.  Can 
it  be  oh no not  Jack! 

Oh  Higgie,  that  trip  home  was  really 
worth   it — huh? 

What  a  house  party  Lowry  had!  Wish 
we  could  have  been  a  nest  of  birdies  in  the 
chimney  or  most  any  where! 

Nancey  M.  is  Hawk-eyed  again.  What's 
the  matter  did  you  raffle  Dick  off? 

Well,  I'll  de'Claire  there  is  not  much 
room  for  many  a  move  this  time.  Is  it  5 
or  6  pins  already?  Or  can  we  count  that 
high  up?  My!  My! 

Jo  V.  came  back  from  home  so  Starrie 
Eyed !  The  only  trouble  is  the  stars  are  get- 
ting mixed  up!  Is  it,  Home  for  you  or 
Johnny?  Oh  dear! 

S-W-E-E-T-I-E  F-A-C-E,  where  art  thou 
my  S-W-E-E-T-I-E  F-A-C-E?  Unquote  the 
1943  version — ask  all  Lloyd! 

"Shan,"  you  are  truly  a  remarkable  girl 
— no  one  would  ever  guess — does  New  Or- 
leans look  any  different  with  Ed? 

And  we're  just  wondering  what  Brud 
is  going  to  say  about  that  low  cut  dress  of 
yours   "Lill"? 

"Ducky,"  Cully  and  "Bunny"  and  their 
little  G.  C.  M.  A.  wolves  have  their  num- 
bers stamped  on  those  steps  from  the  din- 
ing room — it  is  a  lot  more  private. 

Dear  Mrs.  Hess — thanks  for  your  in- 
quiry about  Charis  4th  Dimensional  corsetry 
— etc. — well  Sue  all  you  have  to  say  is — 
Club ! 
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Well  "Patti" — how  'bout  you  gal — you 
think  that  Pensacola  will  do? — only  as  long 
as  Max  is  there  huh? 

Man  alive,  have  you  ever  heard  the  likes 
—a  lovers  triangle — well  Gracie  and  Sally 
may  the  best  gal  win! 

Thompson — your  body  knows  how  to 
pick  'em — hang  on  to  the  "Kansas  City 
Kid!" 

Adair  you  can't  tell  us  that  was  an  in- 
fection, who  have  you  been  dating — did  you 
see  the  size  of  that  lip? — back  to  old 
Ubangi   land! 

"Muggid,"  that  was  a  noble  deed  in  New 
Orleans — we  thank  you  for  still  having  all 
our  necks. 

"Yonny,"  you  are  a  doll — but  don't  you 
think  you  look  good  enough  with  brown 
hair? 

Forney  and  Anne,  why  ever  have  you 
been  keeping  yourselves  in  seclusion? — 
don't  you  feel  well? — you  should  go  to  the 
infirmary  maybe? 

Betty  Held,  will  you  please  explain  to 
us  how  they  nicknamed  you  "Goda?" 


Words  of  A  German 


Morituri  te  salutamus: 
We  who  are  about  to  die  salute  you; 
Salute  you  the  soldier  of  our  enemy, 
Who  to  this  war  torn  land  has  come. 


We  appland  you  our  adversary, 
You  who  have  come  to  liberate  the  dead, 
You  the  brave  from  far  off  lands 
Who  have  come  to  trample  us  under  your 
feet. 


We  acclaim  you  from  a  distant  world; 
You  of  America,  England,  and  Russia, 
You  of  the  far  off  land  of  China, 
Who  have  come  to  take  your  lives. 

We  long  dead  this  Christmas  day 
Raise  our  voices  from  hollow  graves 
To  praise  you  our  enemy,  our  foe. 
Because    you    have    subdued    us,    made 
cringe. 


JUNIORS  CLAIM  GOAT 

(Continued  from  page   19) 

Second — Juniors — 

Back  crawl — Eleanor  Lang. 
Breast  stroke — Jane  Condon. 
Crawl — Alice  Kain. 

60  yard  free  style  relay 

First — Juniors — 

Alice    Kain,    Mary    Baynard,    Eleanor 
Lang,  Mary  Longnecker. 

Second — High   School — 

Sue  Scott,  Sybil  Elder,  Jean  Brewing- 
ton,   Marion   Miller. 


Total  points  made  in  the 

meet: 

H.S. 

Jr. 

Sr 

40  yard  crawl 

8 

1 

Side  stroke  for  form 

5 

1 

3 

40  yard  back  crawl 

1 

8 

Elementary   back   stroke 

for  form 

1 

5 

3 

40  yard  breast  stroke 

3 

1 

5 

Medley  relay  (back  crawl, 

breast  stroke,  crawl) 

3 

6 

Crawl  relay  (four  lengths) 

4 

8 

14       34 
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His  Majesty  the  Goat  was  presented  at 
dinner  that  evening  to  a  victorious  Junior 
Class,  and  thus  ended  the  start  of  a  new 
year's  goat  competition. 


Red  snow  covers  our  towns  and  fields, 
It  covers  our  deep  dug  graves; 
But  we  who  are  dead  feel  not  this  cold 
For  fear  has  gripped  our  souls. 

We  salute  you  the  Allied  soldiers; 
You  who  on  this  cold  Christmas  day 
Have  brought  peace  and  sanctuary 
To  our  enemy,  their  dead  now  live. 

On  Christmas  day  those  long  oppressed 
Can  raise  their  voices  in  a  great  amen; 
For  what  you  have  done  for  them, 
For  the  freedom  you  have  brought  them. 

They  can  sing  in  exultant  voices 
In  their  land,  and  their  holy  church 
And  praise  you  the  soldier  of  their  allies 
For  delivering  them  from  us,  the  German. 


You   who   have   brought    freedom    to    our 

opponent, 
Bring  us  liberty  with  the  same  stroke 
We  who  are  about  to  die  salute  you ; 
Morituri  te  salutamus. 

— Audrey  Lindholm 


ALUMNAE 


NEWS  OF  ALUMNAE 

GERALDINE  WILKINSON,  '27,  (Mrs.  Ly- 
man Rowe)  has  moved  to  Eugene,  Oregon, 
Route  1,  Box  606. 

FLORENCE  McCOY,  '31,  is  Mrs.  Roy  C. 
Schumacher,  125  South  Dixie  Highway, 
Crete,  Illinois. 

WILMA  SEE,  '33,  of  Charlevoix,  Michigan, 
and  VERNA  GUENARD  (1928-31)  now  Mrs. 
Clifton  Salvant  of  New  Orleans,  visited 
Gulf  Park  on  November  3.  Wilma  has  been 
Verna's  guest  at  her  home  in  New  Orleans. 
ROBY  NEELY,  '41,  is  living  at  327  E.  Ma- 
son Avenue,  Alexandria,  Virginia. 
JOSEPHINE  VAN  ANGLEN,  '43,  is  now 
Mrs.  Clarence  M.  Blackburn  of  Malta  Bend, 
Missouri. 

JEAN  HURLEY,  '43,  is  doing  stenographic 
work  in  the  Finance  Office  of  Newport 
Army  Air  Field,  Newport,  Arkansas.  She 
sent  us  the  news  that  ROYCE  JEFFERY  of 
Batesville,  Arkansas,  is  studying  at  Juill- 
iard  School  of  Music  this  winter. 
JANE  CASSIDY,  '43,  is  attending  Newcomb 
College,  in  New  Orleans. 

NEWS  OF  OTHER  GULF   PARK  GIRLS 

JANE    FARRIOR   JACKSON    (1934-35)    is 

Mrs.  Robert  P.  Forshew,  R.  F.  D.  No.  1, 
Box  182  B,  Belmar,  New  Jersey. 
The  editorial  page  of  a  New  Orleans  paper 
recently  carried  this  news  item  concerning 
ROSALIE  THORNE  (1935-37):  "Ensign 
Rosalie  Thorne  of  the  Waves  wins  the 
Navy's  blue-green  decoration  and  a  medal 
as  well  for  crack  pistol-shooting.  The  Waves, 
Wacs  and  Spars  are  beginning  to  threaten 
future  husbands  with  new  and  incalculable 
dangers.  Wives  have  already  done  great 
damage  with  pistols  without  knowing  how 
to  use  them." 

MINERVA  COLE  (1939-40)  who  is  Mrs. 
Charlie  Woodruff  of  Neuman,  Georgia,  has 
a  two  year  old  son.  Her  husband  is  in  the 
Army. 

MARGARET  WELLONS  (1941-42)  is  mar- 
ried to  the  young  man  from  Keesler  Field 
whom  she  dated  while  at  Gulf  Park.  He  is 
now  a  bomber  pilot  overseas.  Margaret  has 
a  secretarial  position  at  the  Bell  Bomber 
Plant  at  Marietta,  Georgia. 
ADA  McNEAL  is  living  in  Columbus, 
Georgia,  where  her  husband  is  an  officer 
at  Ft.  Benning.  They  have  a  three-month 
old  son. 


BIRTHS 

To  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Bower,  II,  (VIRGINIA 
HOLLIS,  '37)  a  daughter,  Marie  Hollis 
Bower,  September  26. 

MARRIAGES 
MARY  GORDON  ESTOPINAL,  '40,  to  Lt. 
James  Walker  Guinn,  November  4. 
ADD  A  VALE    McDOUGALL    (1942-43)    to 
Lieut.  Franklin  Tyus  Smith,  October  7,   in 
Atlanta,    Georgia. 

LETTERS    FROM    ALUMNAE 

Dearest   Dr.   Cox: 

No  doubt  you  will  be  surprised  at  hear- 
ing from  me  after  such  a  long  time,  but 
ever  since  I  visited  you  about  two  years 
ago,  I  have  intended  writing.  However,  you 
know  how  time  flies  and  you  don't  get  half 
done  what  you  plan  to  do. 

I  was  so  happy  to  get  to  see  both  you 
and  Mrs.  Cox  on  my  trip,  and  everything 
looked  so  natural  and  beautiful  to  me  it 
made  me  even  want  to  come  back  to  school. 

I  have  a  precious  daughter  who  finishes 
high  school  this  coming  May,  and  the 
height  of  her  ambition  has  always  been  to 
get  to  come  to  Gulf  Park.  When  you  are 
sending  out  school  catalogues,  I  would  ap- 
preciate very  much  if  you  would  send  me 
one  and  any  other  information  that  you  can. 

I  have  a  real  good  war  time  job  with 
the  Atlantic  and  Pacific  Tea  Company  and 
have  been  working  for  about  a  year  and  a 
half.  I  remarried  about  eight  months  ago 
and  have  a  very  fine  husband,  but  he,  like 
so  many  others,  belongs  to  "Uncle  Sam" 
now. 

I   hope  this  letter   finds   both  you   and 
Mrs.  Cox  in  the  very  best  of  health. 
Sincerely,  one  of  your  girls, 
Louise  Ross   (1924-25) 
(Mrs.  Richard  A.  Dunham, 
315  South  Main  St., 
Madisonville,   Kentucky) 

My  Dear  Mr.  Cox: 

I  often  recall  my  happy  days  at  Gulf 
Park  and  think  of  Mrs.  Cox  and  you.  It 
is  always  a  thrill  to  receive  your  Christmas 
greeting.  I  have  a  little  boy  eight  years 
old.  As  yet  his  daddy  has  not  been  called 
in  the  Army,  but  we  are  expecting  that  any 
day  now. 

My  sister,  Helen  Wadlow,  '26,  is  high 
school  English  teacher  in  Coronado,  Cali- 
fornia.  She   is   writing  her  thesis   on   dra- 


27 


matics  in  literature,  or  some  such  title,  and 
her  college  adviser  is  Cecil  B.  deMille's 
brother  at  University  of  Southern  Cali- 
fornia. 

With  best  regards  to  Mrs.  Cox  and  you, 
I  am 

Sincerely, 

Emilie  Wadlow   (1924-27) 

(Mrs.  Frank  M.  Faxon 

608   South  Grand 

Sedalia,  Missouri) 

Dear  Dr.  Cox: 

I  am  now  living  here  in  Quantico  where 
Billy  has  been  stationed  since  he  left  Parri3 
Island.  He  has  no  idea  how  long  he  will  be 
here — it  might  be  a  week  longer  or  a 
month.  I  suppose  everyone  is  just  living  by 
the  day  these  days  and  it  is  an  awful  strain. 
I  feel  that  I  am  so  very  fortunate  though 
to  be  able  to  be  here  with  Billy,  although 
it  is  not  so  easy  trying  to  live  on  a  PFC's 
salary.  I  was  lucky  enough  to  get  a  job 
here  on  the  Post  though  in  one  of  the 
barracks  in  the  office  and  we  are  making 
out  all   right. 

Billy  is  going  to  the  Marine  Corps  School 
studying  Demolition  which  really  worries 
me  because  it  is  so  very  dangerous,  but  he 
likes  the  work  and  that  is  half  of  it,  I  think. 
Please  remember  me  to  Mrs.  Cox  and 
I  hope  that  you  both  are  well  and  that  this 
year's  school  will  be  a  big  success  just 
like  all  of  the  other  years. 
Sincerely, 

Fiances   Stacy    (1928-29) 
(Mrs.  W.  H.  Wilkinson,  Jr. 
In  care  of  Mrs.   Robt.   Childry 
Box   65 
Quantico,  Virginia) 

Dear  Dr.  Cox: 

I  thought  you  might  be  interested  in 
knowing  that  I  have  arrived  safely  in  North 
Africa  after  one  of  the  most  uneventful 
but  pleasant  sea  voyages  I  have  ever  ex- 
perienced. The  ocean  was  just  like  a  mill- 
pond.  After  a  trip  like  this,  it  is  very  hard 
to  realize  that  we  are  in  war. 

As  you  remember,  I  joined  this  organiza- 
tion as  a  recreational  worker,  but  I  was 
suddenly  switched  and  I  now  find  myself 
private  secretary  to  one  of  the  supply  men. 
It  is  a  fascinating  job,  and  I  am  loving 
every  minute  of  it.  Now  I  am  sorry  I  didn't 
do  all  this  sooner,  because  we  are  needed. 
Already  I  have  had  some  thrilling  experi- 
ences. This  country  reminds  me  very  much 
of  California  and  parts  of  Arizona  but  the 
climate  is  much,  much  nicer. 

Affectionately, 
Jane  Whitmore,  '32 

APO  512   in  care  of  Postmaster, 
New  York,   New  York 


Dear  Dr.  Cox: 

It  surely  has  been  ages  since  you  have 
heard  from  me  but  it  has  not  been  becouse 
I  have  forgotten  Gulf  Park — never  that, 
but  that  in  this  day  and  time  it  is  rather 
hard  to  find  the  time  to  keep  up  with  old 
friends. 

I  have  been  working  at  various  army 
air  fields  for  the  past  three  years  until  I 
was  able  to  wrangle  a  transfer  back  to 
Marianna  and  home.  I  have  been  here  at 
this  Housing  Project  for  three  months.  The 
work  is  very  interesting.  You  come  in  con- 
tact with  so  many  different  kinds  of  people 
and  contrary  to  general  belief  that  the 
civilian  worker  is  out  just  for  the  salary, 
the  majority  have  this  in  mind,  to  do  their 
utmost  to  win  the  war  so  that  they  may 
go  back  to  their  homes  scattered  all  over 
the  United  States. 

Dr.  Cox,  I  am  going  to  try  for  a  com- 
mission in  the  WAVES  and  I  would  ap- 
preciate it  very  much  if  you  would  send 
me  a  transcript  of  my  college  record  and 
wish  me  luck  because  I  want  to  make  it 
so  badly. 

Do  so  want  to  thank  you  all  for  sending 
Tammy  Howl  to  me.  It  surely  brings  won- 
derful memories  of  two  of  the  grandest 
years   of  my  life. 

Please  give  my  love  to  Mrs.  Cox,  Mama 
T  and  every  one. 
Sincerely, 

Harriet    M.   Brandon,   '36 
P.  0.  Box  208 
Marianna,  Florida 


Dear  Dr.  Cox: 

Indeed  I  have  enjoyed  the  Tammy  Howl! 

Other  folks  have  been  more  polite  than  I 
but  am  sure  they  do  not  appreciate  or  en- 
joy the  issues  a  bit  more  than  I  do.  It  is 
grand  to  get  all  the  alumnae  news  and  al- 
so to  read  about  what  is  going  on  at  school. 
Thank  you    so   much. 

Johnny  has  been  stationed  at  Camp  Lee 

(Petersburg,   Va.)    for   almost   a   year  and 

I  see  him  every  weekend.  Am  afraid  our 
good  luck  can't  hold  out  much  longer. 

Of  course,  all  the  girls  want  to  show 
off  their  "chillun"  to  you  and  Mrs.  Cox 
and  I  not  being  different  will  enclose  a 
snapshot  of  John  C.  Oliver,  Jr.,  in  his 
christening   robe. 

With  love  to  you  and  Mrs.  Cox, 

Edith  Lowry,  '36 

(Mrs.  John  C.  Oliver, 
"Savenac" 
Bedford  County, 
Bedford,   Virginia) 
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Dear  Dr.  Cox: 

It  has  been  a  long  time  since  I  last 
wrote  you  but  I  have  two  girls  in  mind 
who  would  make  perfect  Gulf  Park  girls. 
One  is  my  little  sister-in-law,  Jan-Etta 
Carr,  and  the  other  is  my  cousin,  Elaine 
Faciane.  Please  send  them  a  catalog  and 
other  information  because  they  are  anxious 
to  register  at  some  college  early.  I  would 
like  for  Jan-Etta  to  have  my  old  junior 
room,  if  she  decides  to  attend  the  best 
junior   college   in   the    world. 

I  hope  everyone  at  Gulf  Park  is  well. 
Please  give  my  regards  to  all.  We  are  liv- 
ing here  in  Mission,  Texas,  now.  Eddie,  my 
husband,  enlisted  in  the  Army  Air  Corps 
in  April  1942  and  received  his  pilot's  wings 
and  commission  this  July  29.  He  finished 
here  at  Moore  Field  and  was  made  an  in- 
structor. While  he  was  attending  instruc- 
tors school  at  Randolph  Field  he  made  a 
trip  home  and  we  picked  out  a  precious 
little  boy,  four  months  old,  at  one  of  the 
orphan  homes  in  New  Orleans.  He  is  a 
darling  little  fellow  and  we  are  so  happy, 
the  three  of  us.  We  like  Texas  so  very 
much.  The  people  are  lovely,  and  so  co- 
operative. We  have  a  lovely  home,  and  we 
get  to  go  home  for  Christmas. 

Dr.  Cox,  does  Miss  Ramsay  still  teach 
Home  Economics  there?  I  am  very  anxious 
to  get"  in  touch  with  her  and  I  would  cer- 
tainly appreciate  a  card  giving  me  her  pre- 
sent address.  I  have  lost  the  recipe  she 
gave  me  for  the  date  and  nut  fruit  cake 
and  my  husband  says  if  he  doesn't  have 
one  for  Christmas,  he  will  certainly  not 
enjoy  Christmas  at  all.  He  praises  all  of 
the  recipes  Miss  Ramsay  gave  me  out  of 
her   "old  black  note  book." 

Gulf  Park  and  all  of  my  memories  of 
are  still  dear  to  me.  I  wouldn't  trade  them 
for  anything.  My  Tammy  Howls  are  for- 
warded to  me  here  and  I  certainly  thank 
you  for  them.  I  enjoy  them  immensely.  I 
am  including  in  my  list  of  prospective  stu- 
dents a  few  other  names.  I  do  hope  these 
girls  will  find  a  few  of  the  many  pleasures 
I  found  at  Gulf  Park,  if  not  all. 

Please  give  my  love  to  Mrs.  Cox  and 
"Mama  T". 

Sincerely, 

Evella  Faciane,  '38 
(Mrs.   Edward  Carr, 
1308  Francisco, 
Mission,   Texas) 


Dear  Mrs.   Cox: 

I  have  a  cousin,  Chester  Pasquier  from 
New  Orleans,  who  is  a  senior  at  G.C.M.A. 
He  is  very  anxious  to  attend  the  dances, 
and  I  would  certainly  appreciate  your  add- 
ing his  name  to  the  dance  list.  I  always 
enjoyed  Gulf  Park's  dances  so  much  and 
I  know  he  would. 

My  husband  and  I  are  now  in  Topeka, 
and  we  like  it  very  much.  He  was  sent 
overseas  several  weeks  after  we  were  mar- 
ried. However,  he  is  back  now,  and  we  are 
so  happy.  I  will  be  able  to  stay  with  him 
as  he  will  be  stationed  in  the  United  States. 

You  have  no  idea  how  much  I  have  en- 
joyed the  Tammy  Howl.  I  always  look  for- 
ward to  receiving  it. 

Kindest  regards  to  you  and  Dr.  Cox. 

Sincerely, 

Muriel  Pasquier,  '39 

(Mrs.  Joseph  A.  Farris 


Dearest  Mamma  Cox: 

I'm  blushing  in  the  boots  for  being  such 
a  heel — but  please  forgive  me  as  you  have 
always  done,  and  I'll  not  go  into  a  deluge 
of  tired  excuses. 

I  left  California  the  first  of  June  with 
Tad  and  one  small  cocker,  and  drove  here 
to  my  uncle's  for  the  duration.  It  seemed 
dull  to  stay  in  California  taking  up  room, 
people  that  have  to  stay  out  there  are  cry- 
ing for  and  fighting  for  food  that  wasn't, 
when  I  can  be  here  on  the  farm  helping  and 
eating  the  fruit  of  the  land. 

Molly  is  still  in  the  Pacific,  and  it  look3 
like  our  much  thought  about  "White  Christ- 
mas" is  no  go.  In  fact,  I  think  we  will  be 
lucky  to  ihave  a  "Yellow  Easter."  He  has 
had  twenty-five  weeks  of  actual  combat, 
and  went  in  for  the  fourth  time  November 
1.  He  is  a  Major  and  the  head  of  a  Squa- 
dron at  this  point,  plus  the  fact  that  he 
has  the  "Air  Medal"  and  "Purple  Heart"  to 
his  credit.  The  highest  rank  and  all  the 
medals  in  the  world  wouldn't  console  a 
daddy  who  hasn't  seen  his  son  though,  so 
I  am  praying  it  won't  be  too  much  longer 
before  our  little  family  can  be  together. 
Speaking  of  family,  Tad  is  growing  like  a 
true  Marine,  eats  all  vegetables  except 
spinach,  crawls  everywhere  he  shouldn't, 
has  his  first  little  tooth,  and  tips  the  scales 
at  twenty  pounds  no  less.  But  enough  of 
the  ravings  till  I  know  I  am  back  on  your 
list  and  no  longer  a  member  in  the  sinners 
log. 
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Hope  school  is  running  its  regular 
course — and  that  you  are  not  trying  to 
knock  yourself  out  by  doing  full  time  steer- 
ing. Golly  what  I'd  give  to  be  back,  just 
to  toss  one  of  the  problems  over  my  shoul- 
der to  lighten  your  burden — bet  I  could  do 
it  without  even  bending  the  knees  as  I 
have  learned  what  really  hard  knocks  are 
since  leaving  school. 

Saw  Bettyann  Sprague  (Gill)  when  I 
was  in  California  and  we  had  a  truly 
wonderful  time  together  till  she  and  her 
husband  were  sent  to  Seattle.  And  not  so 
long  ago  Lee  Burgess  (understudy)  and 
Betty  Jane  Griffin  were  down  for  a  week- 
end. Funny  how  it  seems  that  girls  you 
meet  after  school  days  never  mean  as  much. 
Maybe  it  is  because  you  don't  have  the 
chance  to  know  them  as  well.  Enough  of 
this  dissertation  on  life,  however,  as  the 
small  fry  has  a  bath  coming  up  and  then 
there  are  squares  to  be  hung  out. 

Let  me  know  how  you  are — plus  your 
brood,  and  I  will  try  not  to  let  such  a  gap 
take  place  in  our  jottings  again. 

As  always  and  ever, 

just, 

Van   (Shirley  VanDolah,  '41) 

(Mrs.    W.    G.    Mollenhamp 
In  care  of  J.  0.  Tanton 
Cazenovia,  Illinois 


Dear  Mr.  Cooke: 

It  has  been  so  long  since  I  have  seen 
a  Gulf  Park  letter  addressed  to  me  so  I 
hope  this  will  bring  some  good  news  from 
GPC.  I  hear  from  Peaches  all  the  time  and 
of  course  she  is  loving  it  more  and  more 
every  day.  As  I  can  gather  there  are  a  num- 
ber of  changes,  but  I  know  it  couldn't  change 
too  much  in  one  year.  I  surely  hope  I  can 
make  it  down  that  way  this  spring;  how- 
ever, at  the  present  it  looks  rather  doubt- 
ful. 

There  have  been  quite  a  number  of 
changes  in  our  family  and  I  know  there 
has  been  in  yours.  Suby,  my  brother  is 
still  across.  We  don't  know  where  he  is 
except  we  think  he  might  be  in  the  South- 
east Pacific. 

Daddy  has  given  up  the  feeding  of 
sheep  for  steers.  At  the  present  we  have 
at  least  1,000  head  of  steers  to  feed.  Most 
of  them  come  off  the  range  of  Texas  and 
are  really  getting  fat  a  lot  faster  than  we 
had  hoped.  He  is  loving  his  work  because 


he  feels  as  though  he  is  helping  those  boys 
"across''  and  anyone  likes  to  have  that  feel- 
ing. Mother  is  fine,  in  fact  better  than  she 
has  been  for  several  years  which  pleases  us 
a  lot. 

Of  course  this  university  life  is  much 
different  than  girls'  school.  I  am  a  Pi  Beta 
Phi  pledge  and  of  course  there  is  lots  of 
work  to  be  done  in  our  house  besides  all 
our  school  work.  We  don't  have  any  time 
for  ourselves,  but  I  do  love  it  and  I  hope 
that  I  can  some  day  wear  an  arrow  for 
Pi  Phi.  On  Friday  afternoon  for  two  hours 
I  work  at  the  hospital  doing  volunteer  war 
work.  We  help  the  nurses  because  there  is 
such  a  shortage  of  nurses.  I  am  very  in- 
terested in  "Y"  work  and  outside  of  that 
there  isn't  much  except  our  sorority  work. 

I  can  never  thank  you  enough  for  all 
the  things  you  did  for  me  while  I  was  at 
GPC.  I  would  love  to  hear  from  you  if 
you  can  find  time  some  day. 

Sincerely  yours, 

Martha  Lodwick   (1939-42) 

Dear  Mr.  Cooke: 

I  have  thought  of  you  and  Gulf  Park 
so  often  since  last  May  and  I  have  had 
the  best  of  intentions  in  writing  to  you. 
However,  going  to  the  University  of  Texas 
keeps  a  girl  on  her  toes.  We  have  had  quite 
a  lot  of  work  to  do  and  of  course  there  is 
always  play.  I  have  become  a  pledge  of 
Alpha  Chi  Omega  and  I  am  continuing  my 
war  work  on  at  the  University,  also  Y.  W. 
C.  A.  I  have  decided  to  major  in  elementary 
education  and  I  am  working  toward  a  de- 
gree in  that  field. 

I  am  terribly  happy  at  the  University 
and  yet,  I  miss  Gulf  Park  more  than  I 
ever  thought  of  missing  any  place  in  my 
life.  I  only  regret  that  it  couldn't  have 
been  a  four-year  college.  That  would  truly 
be  perfection.  The  girls  that  are  there  now 
will  never  realize  until  it  is  too  late  how 
lucky  they  are.  If  you  ever  need  a  girl  to 
prove  her  love  of  Gulf  Park  call  on  me.  I 
could  go  on  forever  and  never  grow  tired, 
or  come  to  a  loss  of  words.  It  added  so  much 
to  my  life  that  I  shall  never  cease  to  be 
giateful  for.  There  are  no  words  to  express 
my  feelings,  just  a  feeble  "thanks." 

The  regards  and  best  wishes  for  health 
and  happiness  come  from  the  Schaefers  to 
you  and  yours,  and  to  Dr.  and  Mrs.  Cox. 

Sincerely, 

Frances    Schaefer,    '43 
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SCHEDULE  OF  EVENTS 

Wednesday,  December  8 8:15  p.m. 

Student    Recital,   Voice   and    Piano 

Friday,  December  10 2:30  p.  m. 

Senior  Hay  Hide  to  Huckleberry  Hill 

Saturday,  December  11 7:30  p.  m. 

Practical  Arts  Party 

Sunday,  December  12 7:15  p.  m. 

Jet  Maskers  Christmas  Play 

Sunday,  December  12 8:00  p.  m. 

Christmas  Caroling  Tour 

Monday,  December  13 Extra  Day  of  School: 

Thursday  classes;  Saturday  hours 

Monday,  December  13 6:15  p.  m. 

Christmas  Banquet 

Tuesday,  December  14 2:40  p.  m. 

Beginning  of  Christmas  Holidays 

Wednesday,  January  12 1:45  p.  m. 

End  of  Christmas  Holidays 
(Classes  meet  on  shortened  schedule,  2:00-4:00) 

Wednesday,  January  12 7:00  p.  m. 

Fireside  Gathering,  Students  and  Faculty,  Reception  Room 

Saturday,  January  15 6:00  p.  m. 

"Kid   Party,"  sponsored   by  Athletic   Association 

Thursday,  January  20 8:15   p.    m. 

Dance  Recital,  Ted  Shawn  and  Barton  Mumaw 

Saturday,  February  5 End  of  second  quarter 

and  first  semester 

Wednesday,  February  9 8:15  p.  m. 

Lecture:  Honorable  Ruth  Bryan  Owen 

Extra  days  of  school:  February   14;   March   13;  April   17 


....'Til  Tammy 
Howls  Again 


